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THE ROVEr 


June 29, 1940 





A man went into a book- 
shop and said to the man 
behind the counter, “1 want 








‘The Letters of -Charles 
Lamb,’” 

“The Post Office is across 
the road, Mr Lamb,” was the 


assistant’s reply. 

Customer (to shopkeeper) — 
Have you any eggs that you 
can guarantee do not contain 
chickens ?” 

Shopkeeper (after a pause) 
“Yes, sir. Duck eggs.” 








“Madam, can I sell you a 
vacuum cleaner ?” the pedlar 
asked the housewife. 

“No, sir,” was the sharp 
reply. “ We have no vacuums 
in this house to clean.” 





eee 
“ Do a donkey now, Sarge.”” 


' 





First Motorist—“ For the 
last six months I haven't paid 
‘a halfpenny for repairs.” 

Second Motorist — “ That’s 
funny. My garage man has 
just written to remind me 











that I haven't either.” 
Lady of the House (to 
persistent pedlar)—‘“ If you 


don’t go away at once, I'll 
whistle for the dog.” 

Pedlar (eagerly) — “ Then 
let me sell you a whistle, 
ma’am.” 


“I'm sure it's a Nazi 
boat—look at their 
washing !" 


“That magnetic mine has been 
following me about, all day !” 


“Yes, sir? What can I 
do for you to-day ?” 





Old Salt—“ When I’ came 
up the river I found the dock 
gates locked.” 

Small Boy 
unlock them ?' 

Old Salt—* No. You see, 
there was a man standing on 
the quay,” 


“Couldn't you 








's rations were 
being handed out to an Irish 
battalion by Pat. Approach- 
ing the quartermaster, he 
said— 

“If you please, sir, there’s 


a loaf short. What’ll I do 
with it?” 
“Keep it yourself, Pat,” 


replied the quartermaster. 





The diner in the restaurant 
was much annoyed at the 
boastful man who sat at the 
same_ table, 

“Now,” interrupted the 
diner, ‘tell me something 
you cannot do and I will do 
it.” 


“« Pay the bill,” was 
reply. 


the 


“You would 
indiarubber man help 


Medicine Man — “ What's 








the matter with Your 
Majesty 

Cannibal King—* Ooh! 1 
have awful indigestion.” 





Medicine Man — 
have you been eating 

Cannibal King—* Oh, I've 
just polished off a millionaire.” 

Medicine Man — “ No 
wonder! I told you not to 
eat anything rich.” 


What 











Mother—“I don’t think 
the man upstairs likes Johnny 
to play his drum.” 

Father—* Why 

Mother—“ He gave Johnny 
a knife and asked him if he 











knew what was inside the 
drum.” 
First Urchin— Why did 


you burst out laughing when 
you were leaving the 
cinema ?” 

Second Urchin—* The soles 
of my shoes are so thin that 
the hairs on the carpet 
tickled my feet.” 


let the 


and chain, chum ?” 


FAIR 


Ce 


* 


“ How much for the ball 








Bill—* What you said 
means a fight where I come 
from.” 





Will—* Well, why don't 
you fight 2” 
Bill—* Because I'm not 


where I come from.” 








You see, | forgot to open 
my parachute!"” 


Two Irishmen who were 


walking down the road met 
aman, 





Mike—" How far is it to 
Ball tle ?”” 
Stranger- our miles.” 








Mike — “ Come 


mn, Pat. 
Only two miles each !” 





ing 
to him, lady. 
chap fell i 





“W-O-U-LD Y-O-U P-A-S-S T-H-E 
SALT, P-LE-A-SE?" 





The Nazi Swastika Over the Swamps of South America! 


HITLERS PHANTOM 
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KEP SF EEE EEE ESET EH eH 
THE MYSTERIOUS MESSAGES. 


Keeeeoesese test tte tee k 

ALMLY, the Nazi seated himself at 

the radio set. He donned the 

ear phones. All the time he was 

watched by the hidden figure. He 

was seen to switch on and begin to 
send out a call. ‘ 

Wireless signalling was no mystery 
to Lieutenant Fred Brodie. He had 
gone through all the Naval courses, 
and was now able to read the Morse 
as the German sent it. 

“URL 9. URL 9. URL 9.” 

Over and over again the man sent 
out the call. Fred fumbled for a 
stump of pencil and an old envelope. 

He began to wonder what Big Jo 
would be thinking outside the window. 
The Secret Service man must have 
seen the light flash on. He would be 
worried about his companion. 

At last the operator seemed to have 
received an answer. He _ switched 
over and started to send. The hidden 
officer took down the groups of letters 
and figures as they were sent. As he 
did so he realised that the message 
was in code. 

The information was repeated. The 
sender stood by at the instruments, 
apparently awaiting a reply. He 
waited fully ten minutes. All the 
time Fred Brodie was aware of some- 
thing biting at his ankles. 

The pain was maddening, but he 
dared not reach down to scratch. He 
guessed he was being attacked by red 
ants—vicious little insects that could 
bite like red-hot needles. 

The Nazi was taking down the 
incoming message now. At length 
he took off the headpiece and stared 
at the collection of words and figures. 
He grunted and made for the desk 
behind which Fred was curled. The 
young officer’s heart missed a beat. 

The Nazi ignored him, however. 
He unlocked a drawer with a key 
which he wore on the end of a chain. 
He took out a small red notebook, 
The book contained a key to the code, 
and he settled down to decipher what- 
ever he had received. 

He worked rapidly. After some 
minutes the code-book was locked 
away. The man grabbed the com- 


pleted message and hurried from the 
room. He snapped out the lights. 
He had no intention of coming back, 
it seemed. 


Fred sighed with relief. His first 
move was towards the window. Lean- 
ing out, he could see the crouched 
figure of his companion immediately 
below him. A sharp hiss, and Big 
Jo lifted his rugged face. 


“Won't be much longer. I’m on 
to something interesting,” whispered 
Fred, and ducked back. 

He crossed to the desk where the code- 
book had been placed. There was only a 
cheap South American lock on the drawer. 
Without showing any light, Fred man- 
aged to find a screwdriver among the radio 
tools. He knelt down and began to 
unscrew the lock. It was nerve-racking 
work. He had to keep his ears strained 
for the sound of approaching footsteps. 

The lock slipped off at last. The officer 
thrilled as his fingers closed over the red 
notebook. He found also a revolver and 
some ammunition, He screwed the lock 
back in place. The drawer was locked 
again. It would add to the mystery of 
how the book had disappeared. 

All this had taken place in the house 
of El Bruto, mysterious ruler of the 
treacherous swamps set between Uruguay 
and Brazil. 

When two hundred men had dis- 
appeared from the Nazi el Waldorf, 
which Lieutenant Brodie’s ship had 
chased into Montevideo harbour, the 
young Naval man had gone ashore and 
found himself caught up in a tangle of 
strange events. 

He had teamed up with Big Jo, who 
was on British Secret Service work. 

The pair had discovered that El Bruto’s 
swamps were being used as a secret Nazi 
base. There the Waldorf men had been 
taken, They were now out to find more 
about the ruler of this Land of the Lost. 

Fred was smiling with triumph when 
he dropped outside. 

“Tet’s get out of this place to some- 
where quiet,” he whispered, and pushed 
the revolver into Big Jo’s hand. 

The giant Secret Service man grunted 
his thanks. Without a word, he pointed 
to a corner of the stockade, where firewood 
had been stacked high. 

Luck was with them. As they  pre- 
pared toclimb the wood-pile, uproar broke 
out in the long shed where the slaves slept 
after labouring in the chicle ‘swamps. 
Sentries rushed from all directions to put 
a stop to the din. 

The way was clear for the Britishers. 


Over the stockade they went. They 
landed softly on the muddy ground 
beyond. 


Big Jo took charge now. It was un- 
canny the way he found his bearings. He 
led the way towards a dense mass of 
mangroves, At first it looked like a solid 
barrier, but at close quarters the young 
Naval officer noticed a narrow gap through 
which a man could pass, 

“A road—built by slave labour!” 
hissed Big Jo when he reached the other 
side. “I wonder how many lives were 
lost on this job. Keep right on! This 
is the way the Nazi sailors marched.” 

As long as they kept their footing on 
the narrow path they were safe. One 
false step, however, would have sent them 
into the horrible swamp which stretched 
on either side. Bull-frogs croaked con- 
tinually. Occasional louder  splashings 
told of the presence of hungry alligators. 

Several miles were covered. without 
incident. Suddenly Big Jo’s hand 
closed on Brodie’s shoulder. He pulled 
him back, 

“Leave this to me !”” he grunted. 

Not until then had Fred seen the light 
ahead. Someone was coming in the 
opposite direction, using a flash-lamp 
to light the way. 

Big Jo went stealthily forward for 
about thirty feet. Then he swung him- 
self up on to an overhanging branch, 

The man came on, shining the light 
down all the way. Without warning, 
the bulky figure in the tree launched 
itself on top of him. 

Fred heard the thud of a blow. He saw 
dimly the man go down with Big Jo on 
top of him. When he ran to the spot it 
was allover. The man had not been given 
the chance’ of uttering a single cry. 

He was one of El Bruto’s men, an over- 
seer, perhaps, or a guard. They relieved 
him of his rifle, revolver, and cartridges. 
They searched his pockets, but found 
nothing else. 

“ Better hang on to that lamp,” grunted 
Big Jo. “It'll be mighty useful to read 
those messages you say. you've got.” 

Before Fred could say a word, his com- 
panion had picked up the unconscious 
Nazi and tossed him into the swamp. He 
sank quickly into the slimy ooze. There 
was a mad rush of alligators to the spot. 
The Naval man shuddered. 

The pair continued their way along 
the narrow causeway. At length it 
ended where the ground became solid 
enough to support sapota trees and other 
vegetation. 

The torch showed a well-worn trail 
leading straight ahead. Big Jo, how- 
ever, turned aside under some of the trees. 
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* Reckon we'll have a look at those 
messages,” he growled, 

He held the light while Fred rapidly 
decoded the letters. The message sent 
from El Bruto’s house read :— 

“Waldorf crew arrived. Several first- 
class engineers among them. You can 
have your pick. Have sent them to the 
harbour, where you can make your choice. 
When can we expect you ?” 

The reply from the mysterious URL 9 
Was more brief. 

“Good work,” it said. ‘Expect us 
before dawn, ‘Two more men sick.” 

. The two Britons stared from the slips 
vl paper to the dark swamps, What 
«lid they mean ? 

“URL 9 is a ship of some sort, and it's 
short of engineers. They're coming in to 
take some of the Waldorf crew. We've 
got to find this harbour before. dawn,” 
zrowled Big Jo. “One thing—if those 
two hundred Nazis have passed this way, 
we can foilow them, It still wants a good 
many hours to dawn,” 

They hurried along the well-trodden 
path, using the light as little as possible. 
thee ears were strained for the slightest 
sound. 








eee een es 
SUBMARINE-SMASHER. 

* * 

HE air was less heavy and stuffy now. 

The smell of the mangrove swamp 
was being replaced’ by a faintly salt 
breeze. The two Britishers were not 
surprised when they found themselves 
on the sea coast. 

(here stretched the endless Atlantic 
Ocean, A wide creek opened from the 
swamp to the polling. sea beyond. The 
creek made a sharp bend, which hid the 
upper end of it from the sea, At this 
end stood a collection of huts. 

The two crept closer. They picked 
out a sort of landing jetty built alongside 
the creek, One glance at the water 
there told of great depth. The explana- 
tion was near at hand—a dredger, of old- 
fashioned build, moored at the head of 
the creek, The muddy bottom of the 
inlet had been cleaned out. 

Among the other craft moored near 
the huts were a few canoes and two speedy- 
looking motor boats. One of the latter 
had what looked like a covered gun or 
torpedo-tube in the bows. Several Nazi 
sailors sat on the deck. 

“A real Nazi hide-out!” gasped Fred. 
“We've steamed up and down this coast 
a hundred times without falling. for it.” 

““No wonder—it’s in Brazilian terri- 


SOSSOSO OOO SSOOHOOOOOOOOD 


tory,” grumbled Big Jo. “' If you ask me, 
it’s more of El Bruto’s work.” 

“T suppose El Bruto gets paid for all 
this ?” whispered the Naval man. 

“We'll find out soon,” was the grim 
reply. ‘ At the moment we've got to see 
about this URL 9.” 

They crawled forward, disturbing a 
sinister-looking snake which glided swiftly 
away from the path. They reached. the 
edge of the jungle and waited. Fred was 
Weary. They had not been there more 
than twenty minutes when his head was 
lolling against the shoulder of his tall 
companion, and he was asleep. 

Big Jo let him sleep, It was nearly 
three hours before he nudged him awake. 

“ The Nazis have heard something,” he 
grunted. ‘I believe there’s a ship of 
some kind coming up the creek,” 

The chug-chug .of a motor was soon 
heard. At length a blunt grey nose came 
round the bend of the creek. Fred 
gripped his pal tightly by the elbow. 

“A U-Boat!” he hissed. 

It was a Nazi sub of the largest class. 
It glided alongside the landing stage, 
where sailors stood in readiness to handle 
the ropes. 

It was the commander of the Waldorf 
who shouted from the landing stage. 

You are on time, Branz!” he called. 
“A pity you were not on the spot to 
save the Waldorf !” 

““T could not be in two places at once !”" 
shouted back the U-boat commander. 
“But I can make good use of some of 
your men, 1 have much sickness 
aboard.” 

It was obvious to the hidden Britishers 
that this was not the first time the sub 
had been to the creek. It had tied up 
without a hitch, 

‘The crew filed ashore. They carried 
with them four men who appeared to be 
too sick to walk. The officers strolled 
over to one of the huts, smoking cigarcttes 
and chatting noisily. ‘They were in high 
spirits. 

The men mingled with some of the two 
hundred from the Waldorf. Only two 
sailors were left on guard at the U-boat. 
Theirs was an unhappy lot. Down there 
by the water-side the mosquitoes were at 
their worst. 

There was still no sign of El Bruto. Big 
Jo began to wonder if the uncrowned King 
of the. Land of the Lost had left in the 
plane they had heard leaving the previous 
afternoon, 

“T’'m going to get aboard that U-boat!” 
hissed Fred suddenly. 


POOPOPOSOSHOOSOOOOOOOOOD 











SENSATIONAL NEW STORY! 
aS 





Y 


For years the secret formula for making gunpowder had 


remained in the Chinese city of 


Pekin. 


Then it was given by the Grand Khan to Marvo, son of 
the famous explorer, Marco Polo. 

Don’t miss the start of Marvo’s thrilling trek from Pekin 
to Venice with the gunpowder formula. 

The fate of his people depend on him, and the terrific 
opposition that Marvo and his Chinese servant, Chung Si, meet 
on their way makes powerful reading. Don’t miss the first story 


NEXT THURSDAY 


POOSSOSSOSOSOOSOOSOHSOOD SHHHOOHOHOOOOHOOOOOHOOOD 


Why is a copper pot like a bad racehorse ? é 


“Don’t be crazy!” growled the Secret 
Service man. ‘What could you do if 
you did get aboard ?” 

“T could make sure she didn’t put to 
sea again for a long time. I know a good 
deal about subs. If only those two 
sentries would clear out for a while——” 
be I could manage that,” mur- 
mured Big Jo, and the next minute he 
had ducked down and crawled away to 
vanish from sight. 

Fred was left wondering how his friend 
meant to shift the sentries. He had not 
long to wait, The silence of the jungle 
was suddenly shattered by the unearthly 
howl of a cougar about a hundred yards 
up the creek. 

Again it rang out. The Nazi guards 
stared in the direction of the blood 
curdling noise. It was repeated a third 
time. The door of the officers’ hut was 
flungopen. Out popped a head. 

“Get rid of that beast! bawled a 











Ja, Herr Lieutenant!” came the 
quick reply from the two sentries, and 
they went off along the bank, with rifles 
at the ready. 

Not till then did the watching Naval 
officer realise that the “cougar” was 
none other than Big Jo. It was yet 
another of the Secret Service man’s many 
gifts—animal imitation. 

The way aboard the U-boat was now 
clear, The lieutenant set off stealthily 
through the low bush. He was bent 
almost double as he crossed the: gang 


plank. At last he gained the steel deck. 
His heart was pounding. He had 
drawn the recently-acquired revolver. 


Nobody challenged him, however, as he 
hastened down the steel ladderway into 
the inside of the underwater craft. 

Dim lights showed the narrow passage- 
ways between the intricate machinery. 
Fred knew where to find the valves which 
controlled ‘the diving and rising of the 
sub. A hammer lay handy on a work- 
bench on the bows. He smiled grimly 
as he swung it at one of the important 
valves. 

Crash! Crash! Crash! 

Down there in the heart of this Nazi 
steel shark the noise seemed deafening. 
The young Britisher realised, however, 
that hardly a sound would escape outside. 
He soon made those valves into twisted, 
torn pieces of metal. 

It would be weeks before the U-boat 
would put to.sea again ! 

Fred had almost finished his job of 
destruction when he happened to glance 
up. He gasped. A pair of legs showed 
on the ladderway from the hatch. 

In a flash Fred had thrown himself 
behind one of the Diesel motors. The 
owner of the legs was a Nazi officer. 
Had he heard the noise of the hammer * 

Wide-eyed, Fred watched him. He 
saw him move towards a locker. From 
there the Nazi took out a book, then 
returned to the deck. 

The Britisher heaved a sigh. His face 
was wet with sweat as he clambered up the 
ladderway and reached the open air. Two 
shots from far up the creek told that the 
sentries were still hunting the cougar that 
was not there. 

Diving into the bush, Fred made for a 
tree which Big Jo had indicated before he 
left. There he found the Secret Service 
man sitting on a log, 

“ Finished ?” Big Jo asked. ‘‘ When 
I saw that officer go aboard I thought it 
was all up!” 

“ He didn’t see me,’ 
“Where next ?” 

“Another hour and the sun’ll be up. 
It won’t be long then till the hue and cry 
gets up too,” muttered Big Jo. “El Bruto’ll 
turn out hundreds of his men to hunt us 


smiled the other. 





down. We've got tofind somewhere to lie 
doggo, sonny !” 
* 


ae 
RISKING THEIR HEADS FOR 
THEIR STOMACHS, 
* * 


Eee was streaking the sky as the 

two fugitives headed northwards 
along the coast. By daylight they were 
five miles from the secret German Naval 
base. 

They turned inland along a path which 
seemed to abound with snakes and lizards. 
They were still in swampland. At times 





they sank up to their knees in mud. Only 
by snatching hold of the vines which 
dangled from the trees overhead did they 
at times rescue themselves from a horrible 
end. 

“What about climbing one of those 
trees and hiding till the hunt for us has 
died down ?” suggested Fred, staring up 
at the thick branches overhead. “ We 
could—ouch !”” 

His sharp cry followed a burning pain 
on his cheek, just below the eye. Some- 
thing had dropped from one of the trees. 
It burned like strong acid. 

“Never look up without shading your 
eyes !” advised Big Jo. ‘‘ There are other 
trees besides gum trees hefe—poisonous 
trees that drip acid that can burn out a 
man’s eyeballs, Afraid we hadn't better 
risk your tree-top stunt.” 

The pair had gone only a few yards 
farther when Fred glimpsed a dark flash 
above him. Before he could utter a cry 
a huge serpent had dropped on Big Jo. 
It was an anaconda, giant of Soutb 
American snakes, 


Because it is beaten hollow. 


“Here’s a useful find!” he called. 
“ The ants must have eaten out the inside 
of this tree. It’s as big as a room in there. 
It'll make a good hiding-place.” 

After making sure that none of the ants 


remained in the trunk, the Britishers 
made themselves as comfortable as 
possible, 


They listened to the steady downpour 
of rain against the trees, and the croaking 
of a million frogs. They had no food. 
Each had gathered a small ball of the 
chicle gum which oozed from the trees. 
These they chewed like chewing-gum. 

By mid-afternoon the rain had stopped 
as suddenly as it had started. The blaz- 
ing sun came out. Steam rose thickly 
from the swamps and hung like a cloud 
over the tree-tops. 

Suddenly ed lifted his head and 
strained his ears. He heard the buzz of a 
powerful aero motor. 

Through holes in the tree-trunk he and 
his pals watched a yellow machine fly 
low over the tree-tops. It came so low 
that the two men in the cockpits could be 
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water, Big Jo edged closer to his com- 

rade. 
“We'll have to hold them up and dis- 

arm them,” he whispered. “ Slip round 

to the other side and be ready to go into 

action as soon as I challenge them !” 
+t eeetes 


THE FRIGHTENED NAZI, 
* 


* 
N° one in the group around the camp- 
fire expected an attack. The Nazi 
sailors and the peons, with their glittering 
axes, were sitting on opposite sides of 
the blaze. They did not mix. They 
worked together under El Bruto’s orders, 
but the Nazis looked down upon the half 
savage followers of the uncrowned Ki 
of the Land of the Lost. 

Lieutenant Fred Brodie took up his 
position in the bushes behind the peons. 
His rifle was raised in readiness, A move- 
ment came from behind the Nazis. Th: 
massive figure of Big Jo appeared. 
heavy revolver was gripped in his hand 

“Hands up—and stay where you are |" 
he barked in German, 




















CAUGHT IN THE ACT!—Fred was about to deal another blow in an effort to put the U-boat out of action, when his 


hammer halted in mid-air. 


It must have measured fully thirty feet, 
and was able to keep a grip on the tree 
above while it wound itself twice round 
the Secret Service man, pinning his arms 
to his sides, 

Big Joe struggled like a fiend. Without 
the use of his arms, however, he could do 
little. The anaconda began to lift him 
from the ground. Crushing was its only 
way of killing a victim, and its coils now 
tightened. 

For a moment Fred had stood paralysed. 
He now rushed forward. He pressed his 
revolver close to the mouth of the monster, 
and pulled the trigger twice. 

The bullets almost blew off its head. 
The snake slithered from the tree, lashing 
the air wildly before it dropped into a 
nearby mud-hole. 

“ Thanks !” gasped Big Jo, rubbing his 
aching arms, “ You shouldn’t have done 
it, though. If those shots were heard, 
they'll be on our track in no time. Come 
on.” 

He led the way at a pace which proved 
that he had not suffered much by his 
ordeal. _He reached one of the numerous 
islands in the swamp, where the ground 
was solid. He grunted with satisfaction 
when he looked back and noticed that they 
were leaving no footprints. 

Fred was a bit behind. Big Jo leaned 
against a mighty tree to let him catch up. 
Suddenly he fell backwards. He found 
himself inside the tree. Yet he was smil- 
ing when he scrambled out again, 


seen plainly. One leaned over the side to 
peer at the ground through field-glasses. 

There was no mistaking that red beard. 
It was El Bruto himself ! 

“ He's looking for us !”” growled Big Jo. 
“Good job we stumbled on this tree !”” 

Three times the plane circled overhead, 
then set off low over another stretch of 
country farther north. Once the drone 
of the engines had died away in the dis- 
tance the two in the tree breathed more 
freely. 

The balls of gum no longer satisfied their 
hunger. When darkness came they deter- 
mined to get food of some sort. 

They picked their way back along the 
trail by which they had come. About a 
mile on, both saw a light flickering away 
to the right. 

“A camp fire!” hissed Big Jo. ‘The 
searchers were closer than we thought. 
These fellows will have food. Come 
on!” 

Silently, their guns at the ready, they 
made towards the red glow. The going 
was slow, for there were many mud-holes 
which had to be avoided. It was half 
an hour before they came close to the 
camp. 

There were about twenty men there. 
Half of them were Nazi sailors, the others 
armed workers of El Bruto’s. Coffee was 
brewing over the fire. In another pot a 
highly-spiced soup was bubbling. 

The hidden watchers felt their mouths 











A nazi was approaching down the ladderway! 


A dozen heads turned. One Nazi petty 
officer snatched for his gun, 

He spun round, cursing and groaning, 
a bullet in his shoulder. It had come from 
Fred’s gun. 

“You're covéred from this side as well !"” 


bellowed the British naval officer. “ Up 
with them !” 
A forest of arms rose in the’air. One 


daring peon, however, snatched his axe 
and hurled it across the dancing flames 
for Big Jo’s head. The Secret Service 
man ducked to one side. The blade stuck 
quivering in a tree. Next minute the 
thrower had rolled over, with a bullet in 
his brain. 

“Leave your men covering them, and 
take away their guns, lieutenant!” called 
Big Jo calmly. 

Fred got the idea. He wedged his rifle 
in two forked branches, so that its barrel 
showed. He muttered orders to his 
imaginary followers. 

No one moved as he stepped forward. 
Fred walked along the line of Nazi sailors, 
taking all their guns and knives. Big Jo 
moved across to mount guard. 

It was as Fred was about to unhitch 
the axe from the belt of the last man in the 
line that the fellow produced a long, thin 
knife and leapt at the naval officer's 
throat, 


Next week Fred and Big Jo set out to 
solve the mystery of the British plane 
that bombed a British ship! 


He Never ‘‘ Bows” to Any “Stern” Attack ! 





CAST - 


‘oc ——— | | anaemia 
DOYLE THE OIL KING. 
*. * 
“ LYERE’S a letter for you, ship- 
mate,” said Ben Bobstay, Cast- 
Iron Bill Bentley's sailor pal. “ The 
postman brought it.” 

“Go on |” exclaimed Cast-Iron Bill. 
“Fancy that now! Sure it wasn't 
the dustman ?” 

“Dead sure, shipmate !”’ replied the 
old sailor solemnly. “I know it was 
not the dustman, because you're still 
here.” 

Bill grinned cheerfully. 

“ Hark at our Benjamin |” he said. 
“ He's getting quite sharp for a poor 
old sailorman. Where's that letter ?” 

“You wait!’ exclaimed Ben. “TI 
ain’t finished trying to make out the 
postmark yet. Ah, it comes from 
Omberton, I see. Who d’you know 
there, Bill? The United ain't been 
there yet this season.”' 

“T don’t know anybody there,’’ 
said Bill, taking the letter from Ben 
and opening the envelope. 

He took out a sheet of notepaper, 
and read it. 

“Tt’s:from Mr Doyle,” 
said. 

“Who ?”” asked Ben. 

“Brom Mr Doyle,” repeated Bill. 

“ Never heard of him.” 

Cast-Iron stared gravely at the old 
sailor. 

“Fancy you not knowing who Mr 
Doyle is!” he said. ‘‘ He’s the great 
oil king.” 

“Then what’s he writing to you 
for ?’’ demanded Ben. “Is he offer- 
ing to lend you a tanner ?” 

“ He doesn’t say why,” replied Bill. 
“He asks me to be kind enough to go 
over to see him. He is sending a car 
over to fetch me.” 

“Want me to sit by you and hold 
your hand ?’’ asked the old sailor, 

“No, thanks! I washed mine this 
morning,” replied William. 

Some people listening to Bill and 
Ben talking would have thought that 
they were at daggers drawn, but, of 
course, they were the greatest of pals. 

In due course Mr Doyle’s car arrived, 
and it was a beauty. It was silver- 
plated and jewelled in every hole, so to 
speak, and some people said it ran on 
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champagne, not on petrol, as the latter 
was too common. 

There was a haughty-looking chauffeur 
and a haughty-looking footman sitting in 
front. 

They were both too haughty to get down 
and knock at the door of the bungalow 
in which Bill and Ben lived. Instead, the 
chauffeur sounded his motor horn loudly, 
and eventually Ben looked out. 

“Run away, you boys!” he called. 
“ Any more of that noise and I'll be after 
you with a broomstick.” 

“Ts this where William Bentley, the 
goalkeeper, lives?” asked the haughty 
chauffeur. 
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The old sailor had-a good look at the 
driver of the car before he answered. 

“This is the residence of Mr William 
Bentley, Esquire,” he said. 

“Oh!” began the chanffeur, but Ben 
had not finished, 

“ Tt is also the residence of Mr Benjamin 
Bobstay, Esquire,” he went on, “ late 
R.N.” 

I have come from Mr Doyle,” said the 
chauffeur. 
_ “Well, why didn't you say that before, 
instead of asking a lot of fool questions ?” 
asked.the old sailor cheerfully.‘ You'll 
be looking for my shipmate. Bill!” he 
shouted. ‘ Here’s Mr Doyle’s shuvvoor 
outside with the hearse.” 

The haughty chauffeur gave Ben a 


withering look, which the old sailor 
tesponded to by a cheerful grin. Then 
Cast-Iron appeared. 

“T’m Bill Bentley,” he said. ‘* Have 


you come to take me over to Omberton ?” 

“Yes,” grunted the chauffeur, giving 
Bill a note from the oil king. 

_ “ Righto !” replied William, after glanc- 
ing at the message. “I'll be ready in 
two ticks.” 

He dived back into the bungalow, and 
when he came out again he found Ben 
sweeping away a few ounces of dust from 
the path. 

“Don’t want you to get your boots dirty 
before you ride with the gents,” said the 
old sailor, bringing his broom to his 
shoulder like a , and saluting Bill. 





‘The noses of the chauffeur and footman 
went another inch up into the air, 

“Thanks, my man!” exclaimed Bill, 
getting into the car and tossing his chum 
a half-cooked sausage as a tip. 
oes 

THE £20,000 TRANSFER FEE. 
Keres etttt ttt e ttt ttt e ek 
IN that powerful car the journey to 
Omberton was quickly accomplished. 
Presently Bill alighted at the entrance 
to a magnificent house on the outskirts 
of the town, 

During the trip he had remembered that 
Mr Doyle was very interested in Omberton 
Albion, a First Division side. 

Though he did not exactly make a 
hobby of the team, he devoted a great dea! 
of time to it, and spent a lot of money on 
the players, 

Some people thought that was very 
sporting of him, but it was no gefuine love 
of sport which caused him to act in this 
manner. 

Although he was so wealthy, he was by 
no means popular, and that fact annoyed 
him, He wanted to become the big man 
of Omberton, to occupy the position ot 
Mayor, and push himself forward to such 
an extent that he hoped one day to become 
Sir Nathaniel Doyle. 

The people of Omberton were greatly 
interested in sport, and most of them were 
supporters of the Albion, so that Mr Doyle 
thought the shortest way to gain popu- 
larity was to win the hearts of the footbal! 
crowd, 

He had begun by presenting a new 
stand to the club, and giving them some 
large money gifts. 

_Now, however, he had got a much 
bigger idea, or so he thought. 

While he was waiting for Bill, he was 
examining a bowl of liquid which looked 
like water. 

_ But it was really a dye, tor when the 
liquid dried on anything it turned the 
object a brilliant green, 

“ There’s money in it if it’s a lasting 
dye,” muttered Mr Doyle, “ but they don’t 
get a halfpenny out of me until I’m sure.” 

Just then his butler entered the room. 

“A person by the name of William 
Bentley has called to see you, sir,” he said. 

“ Show him in, Smuggins,” ordered the 
oil king. 

Back went the butler with slow and 
stately tread. He looked Bill up and 
down as if he were inspecting some par- 
ticularly unpleasant shig. 

“Walk this way,” he said curtly, and 
started off towards the room in which 
Mr Doyle was waiting, 

Suddenly, however, Smuggins realised 
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that Bill was not following him, and he 
turned and looked at Willfam, who was 
acting in a rather curious manner. 

He was pushing his stomach out, and 
attempting to strut like a turkey-cock. 

“ Sorry, old man, but it can’t be done,” 
said Cast-Iron. 

The butler gave him a dirty look. 








“What can’t be done?” he said “TI 
asked you to follow me. 
“Excuse me,” remarked William. 


“You said ‘ Walk this way! and I'm 
trying to walk the same way as you do, 
but T can’t manage it.” 

Smuggins blew his fat cheeks out until 
they looked as if they were going to burst, 
but Bill wore the most innocent of ex- 
pressions. 

Of course, William was pulling the 
butler's leg, though he would not have 
done so if Smuggins had not acted as if 
he had been dealing with a tramp. 

“I’m asking you to follow me,” said 
the butler heavily, 

“ You didn’t say that before,” Bill said 
with a cheery smile. “Lead on, Mac- 
duff!” 

Again Smuggins looked as if he were 
going to throw a fit, but he controlled 
himself, and pi'oted Bill to the room in 
which Mr Doyle was waiting. 

Now, the oil king believed in keeping 
people in their places, and ne decided to 
let Bill know at once that he was really of 
uo importance. 

So when William entered the room Mr 
Doyle, who was waiting, did not even look 
up. 

“ William Bentiey, sir!” announced the 
butler. 

Then he went out, closing the door. 
Bill was left standing with his cap in his 
hand, gazing at the oil king, who so far 
had taken not the slightest notice of him. 

“Good morning!” exclaimed William. 

No answer. 

“Good morning !" repeated Bilt. 

Still there was no answer, for Mr Doyle 
wished to convey the idea that he was deep 
in the most important business, and any- 
one like the Ironmoor goalie must wait. 

Cast-Iron watched the oil king a little 
longer, then he turned to the door, 

“I thought somebody here wanted to 
see me,” he said. “I must have been 
mistaken.” 

Then he walked out. 
his feet very quickly. 

“Wait a minute !” he cried. 








Mr Doyre was on 


“I've done that already,” replied 
William, “and more than one. I can't 
waste my time here.” 

“Bah!” puffed Mr Doyle. “ People 


who come to see me Go not look on it as 
a waste of time, I can tell you.” 

“ Well, I can tell you that I look on it 
as a waste of time, standing in this room 
and watching you write,” said Bill 
bluntly. “ You said in your letter that 
you were in a position to be of great 
assistance to me, so I’ve come over to hear 
about it.” 

“ Bentley,” the oil king said haughtily, 
““T suppose you know who you are talking 





& Ves.” 
“Tam Nathaniel Doyle, O.B.E,” 
“ And I’m William Bentley, 1.U.G.” 

The oil king stared. 

“L.U.G, !” he murmured. “ What order 
is that ?” 

“Tt stands for Ironmoor United Goal- 
keeper,” explained William solemnly. 

Doyle turned away, hiding the scowl 
that had come over his face. He felt 
strongly tempted to tell Bill to get out, 
but his other desires were too powerful. 
He tried to smile as he turned back. 

“Yes,” he said, “ you are the Ironmoor 
goalkeeper, and that is why I have sent 
for you.” 

Bill’s eyes narrowed a trifle, but he did 
not speak, 

“You have a wonderful record, I under- 
stand, Bentley,” continued the oil king. 
““You have not let a single goal go through 
in a First League match. Is that so?” 

“Tt is,” replied Bill. 

“ Then you are the man I want,” went 
on Doyle, “ and the man I am prepared to 
pay any money for. Do you know what 
your transfer fee is ?” 

Cast-Iron’s eyes narrowed a little more. 

“TI remember that the last club who 
made the inquiry was told that my trans- 
fer fee was twenty thousand pounds.” 


“Twenty thousaud pounds!” repeated 
Doyle. “ But no footballer has ever been 
transferred at that vast sum.” 

“No. I wasn’t transferred, you see,” 
said Bill dryly. ‘That was why the 
figure was quoted, because it was too 
much for clubs to pay.” 

“ But it is not too much for Omberton 
Albion,” the oil king saia quickly, “ and 
I am going to make you an offer, Bentley. 
1 want you to apply to be transferred from 
Tronmoor United to Omberton Albion," 

“ Ts that what you brought me over here 
for? asked Bill. 





es. 
“Then you've wasted some gallons of 
etrol, haven’t you?” remarked William. 
ood morning !” 
One moment!” exclaimed the oil 
king. “I haven't finished yet.” 

“ But I have,” said Bill, with his hand 
on the door handle. 

“Listen just a few moments longer, 
please,” pleaded Doyle. “If you are 
transferred to the Albion you will, of 








THE HONOURABLE BILL BENTLEY !—As Bill 
millionaire’s swell car, Ben smartly came to attention with the broom. 
gave the old sailor a cheery wink and saluted him 


course, draw the maximum wage. But 
in addition to that I have something 
extra special to offer you.” 

“and I may have something extra 
special to offer you,” said Bill to himself, 
his fists clenching, for he felt sure that 
the oil king was going to attempt to bribe 
him to leave his old club. 

“ have big works not far from Omber- 
ton, Bentley,” went on the millionaire, 
“and I can give you a position there with 
a salary of five hundred pounds a year. 
The work will be very light, and will take 
up not more than an hour a day of your 
time.” 

“ Five days a week, I suppose ?” asked 
Bil. 

“Yes, that is all,” replied Doyle, his 
eyes beginning to gleam because he 
though his fish had taken the bait. 

“ And for five hours a week, just during 
the football season,” said Cast-Iron slowly, 
“you are ready to pay me five hundred 
pounds a year ?” 

Team! 

“Seems a lot of money!” murmured 
Bill. 

“Tt is a lot of money !” exclaimed the 
oil king. “I am only paying such a big 
salery because I am genuinely interested 
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in sport, and J] want to get the best man 
that is to be had.’ 

“So you are genuinely interested in 
sport ?” said Cast-Iron slowly. 

“ That is so!” 

“And your interest is so genuine,” 
went on Bill bitterly. hat you are ready 
to bribe a man to leave his club, knowing 
that it is absolutely against all the laws 
and rules of the Football Association !"" 

Still thinking he had Will‘am on the 
hook, Mr Doyle winked. 

“Of course, we should keep the other 
little matter between ourselves,” he said 
with a sly grin. 

“Well,” growled Bill, “ there’s another 
little mattet we are going to keep between 
ourselves, and it’s this, you big stiff!" 

As he spoke he showed Mr Doyle his 
clenche’l fist 

“No!” he went on. “That's my 
answer to you and your rotten bribes. 
You dirty tyke, you knew quite well you 
were doing something shady when you 
got me here to make me this offer, and 





















swanked towarrds the 
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I’ve a good mind to flatten your nose for 
you! 

“ )-do-don't you threaten me, fellow !” 
spluttered the oil king, one of his fin 
going towards a beil-push cn his desk. 

“ Keep your finger off thai button,” 
said Bill grimly, “or T won't keep my 
fist off your nose.” 

Doyle’s hand was drawn back hastily. 

“Tm not going to take up much more 
of your valuable time,” went on William. 
“But Tl stay long enough to tell you 
again that you are a dirty tyke, and if 
you tried to bribe me with five thousand a 
year I'd tell you the same. You rat !” 

Bill finished his remarks with sich a 
nasty growl and with such a threatening 
movement, that the oil king gave a gasp 
of fear. 

He jerked himself backwards so hastily 
that he overturned his chair and went 
sprawling on the floor. 

Just behind him was a massive desk, 
with heavy jutting legs. As he fell Mr 
Doyle’s head struck one of these legs, 
and a moment later he was well and truly 
out. 

Bill stood over him, thinking he was 
going to get up. Then a startled look 
came into William’s eyes as he saw how 
still the oil king was lying. 
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“Crummy!” muttered Bill anxiously. 

Mr Doyle showed no sign of coming to, 
and the noise of his fall had not brought 
anyone to the room, so Bill thought he 
must do something to restore his com- 
Panion to consciousness. 

“ Better give him something,” 
mured. 

He glanced round quickly, and caught 
sight of the bowl on the table. 

“That’s water, I guess,” he said. 
“ Looks like a bowl waiting to be filled 
with flowers. Better not give him any 
to drink, but I can throw it in the old 
shark’s face, and that ought to rouse 
him.” 

So William seized the bowl, and with- 
out any hesitation slung the contents in 
the face of the unconscious man. 

Quite a sot of the dye went down 
Doyle’s neck, and his face and hair were 
dzenchext. 

“ That’s done it!" muttered Cast-Iron, 
as he saw Mr Doyle begin to blink. 

Then the oil king sat up. 
Wossa marrer ?” he mumbled. 

“You fell over and knocked yourself 
out,” explained Bill. 

“Has it been raining?” asked the oil 
king, putting his hands to his face and find- 
ing it was wet. 

“T had to fling water over you to bring 
you round,” replied Bill. 

Mr Doyle rose to his feet, and stared 
sourly at Mr Bently. 

“I remember,” he muttered. 
were on the point of striking me.” 

“Not really,” said Bill cheerfully, for 
he was no longer annoyed. “ I was angry 
at your offer. Anyway, it’s all over now, 
and I will ad 

He broke off suddenly, and:stared in 
rather a startled manner at Doyle's face. 
diag What’s the matter?" asked the oil 
king. 

Bill shut his eyes, then opened them 
and had another look. 

““Er—you’ve got some green on your 
face,” he said. 

“Green !? repeated Mr Doyle 
hoarse whisper. 

Then he glanced at his hands. 
eyes opened wide with horror as 
saw that they were turning green, too. 

“Most remarkable thing!’ muttered 
Bill, looking still more astonished. ‘ You 
have got a lot more green on your face 
now, Mr Doyle.” 

The oil king suddenly gave an awful 
howl, then leapt to the nearest mirror. 

The liquid was drying fast now, and as 
he stood and looked at himself, he saw 
his face, his neck, and his hair turning 
bright green. 

Bill stared in amazement. He had 
often heard of people “being~green with 
envy, but this was the first time he had 
ever seen a living man with green hair, 
green neck, and a green face. 

“What ‘am I going to do?” yelled 
Doyle. 

The thought flashed into Bill's mind 
that here was a grand chance for the oil 
king to win a prize at a fancy dress ball, 
but he did not know whether his com- 
panion would welcome the suggestion, 
so he kept it to himself. 

“T'm = green!” screeched Mr Doyle, 
suddenly. “ My face is green; my neck 
my hair is green! Fetch a 
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His piercing shriek brought the butler 
into the room. The sight of his em- 
ployer’s green face and hair drove all the 
smugness and airs from Smuggins, who 
suddenly became natural. 

“Crummy, guv’nor !” he gurgled, think- 
ing Mr Doyle was doing it for a joke. 
“You do look funny! Haw, haw, haw!” 

He laughed so heartily that he bent 
over, his hands on his knees, revealing a 
fat and curving back. 

With a noise like that of an angry lion, 
Mr Doyle leapt at his butler and kicked. 

“Goal!” chortled Bill. “A proper 
penalty |” 

It was such a good effort that Smuggins 
was knocked through the doorway. There 
he met the haughty chauffeur, who was 
coming in to ask his employer for orders. 

Bump! 

The two men met and crashed over in 
the hall, the noise of the tumble bringing 
the other servants running through from 
the back part of the house. 

At the same time Mr Doyle came run- 
ning through the doorway, meaning to 
send his chauffeur for a doctor, and, of 
course, all the female servants had a full 
view of his green face and hair. 

“Oh, master’s got gangrene!” cried a 
housemaid who did not know exactly 
what that illness was, but thought it 
sounded right. 

“He's gone mad and painted himself 
green !”’ squealed the parlourmaid. ‘ Look 
out or he will be biting us !” 

Screaming at the top of their voices, 
the servants fled. 

The row they made attracted the 
attention of a passing policeman, who 
was able to enter the house without 
trouble, as the chauffeur had left the front 
door open. 

“ What’s going on? 
on ?” he asked. 

A moment later he was gaping in 
wonder at green Mr Doyle. 

Some inquisitive passers-by, seeing the 
policeman enter, crept up to the doorway 
and peered 

“ Harry,” shouted one, ‘‘ come and have 
a look. Here’s an old bloke with a green 
face and green hair |” 

Of course, that quickly brought other 
people to the house, but the policeman 
hastily drove them back. 

The oil king, almost mad with fury, 
tried to blame everything on William, 
who listened quite calmly. 

“ Now he’s finished,” Bill said coolly, 
“let me tell you, Mr Policeman, that 
nearly everything he told you was untrue. 
I'm Bill Bentley, of Ironmoor, and——” 

“ Cast-Iron Bill!” cried the P.C. 

“The same.” 

“Put it there, old man!” exclaimed 
the policeman, grabbing Bill’s hand. 

Then the officer turned on Mr Doyle. 

“Well, sir,” he said coldly, “and what 
charges do you bring against Mr Bentley?” 

“Perhaps I had better explain why I 
am here,” said Bill gently. “ Mr Doyle 
asked me to call and see him, in order——” 

“Say no more,” broke in the oil king, 
scared lest his attempt to bribe Bill should 
become known. “I fell over and became 
unconscious, Bentley brought me round 
by flinging what | he thought was a bowl of 
water over me.” 

Mr Doyle went on to explain about the 
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dye, adding ¢hat Bill could not possibly 
have known what the liquid was. 
Then he declared that he had no charge 


to make against William, who was free to 


0. 
mo All right,” said Bill, gazing at the 
green-faced gentleman, “ we have nothin, 
more to talk about, then, Mr Doyle. 
hope that you soon will become a white 
man.” 

There was more in those words than the 
policeman understood, and they made Mr 
Doyle go mad with rage. 

As soon as he was alone he began to 
jump about and break things, grinding his 
teeth with fury. 

“The dog!” he snarled. “I'll be green 
for weeks all because of him. Curse him ! 
Boil him! Burn him! Blister him !” 

He did about another twenty pounds 
worth of damage to his furniture, then he 
began to feel a little better. 

“T’ve got to get my own back on him 
for this,” he muttered, “ and I reckon it 
ought not to be very hard, since I can pay 
anybody’s price. I’ll bust that dog 
somehow! I'll bust his—his——” 

A slow grin came over his green face. 

“* Bust his record !” whispered Mr Doyle. 


. “TI couldn’t get my own back on him 


better than that. 


FIFTY QUID FOR A GOAL! 


By gum, I'll do it !” 





* * 
Dove passed the word round that 
there was fifty pounds waiting for 
the man who scored the first goal against 
Cast-Iron in a First League match. 

He did it rather slyly, so that to begin 
with few people knew about it, and the 
news had not reached Pankerton Wan- 
derers when they came to Ironmoor to 
fulfil a league fixture. 

“ We might as well all play back against 
Ironmoor,” said the Pankerton centre to 
the goalie, “and make sure of one point. 
What is the food of trying to score against 
Cast-Iron Bill?” 

“You might keep on trying, mate,” 
advised the goalie. ‘“ My old man asked 
his boss for a rise fifty times a year for 
fifteen years, and he got it in the end.” 

The Pankerton centre-forward shook 
his head gloomily. 

“ Course,” he said, “ there’s always the 
chance of an accident.” 

As the visiting forwards came out on to 
the field in this state of mind it is not 
to be wondered at that their display was 
lifeless. 

They hardly seemed to make any effort 
to score, and they did not worry when the 
crowd jeered. 

“Like my newspaper to read, Bill ?” 
asked one of the onlookers. 

“ Thanks, old man, but I'll just stroll 
along to the lending library and get a 
book,” replied Bill. “TM be back 
before half-time, then you can tell me 
the score.” 

The Pankerton forwards overheard 
this little conversation, but they merely 
grinned, and made no serious attempts 
to score. 

They helped somewhat in the defence, 
with the result that at half-time the 
score sheet was blank. 

“T don’t think I shall come out for the 
second half,” said Bill as he sucked his 
lemon in the dressing-room during the 
interval. “It's a lot more comfortable 
in_here.” 

Presently he was out in his usual place, 
grinning at a wag who said he had sent 
tor a bed, but it hadn’t arrived yet. 

Then the whistle blew for the second 
half to begin, and Bill began to yawn, 

Suddenly he stopped in the middle and 
stared. There were the five Pankerton 
forwards, all bunched together in the 
middle of the field, tearing along like mad 
in Bill's direction. 

si Somebody must have been giving 
them dope,” murmured Cast-Iron, 

A most astounding change had come 
overgthe visiting half-backs, for they were 
hanging so close to their front line that 
the rest of the field looked empty, 

Bill wondered what on earth it 
meant, but the explanation was that Mr 
Doyle’s offer had just leaked through 
and the Pankerton men Were out to try 
to earn the reward. 

Next week Cast-Iron not only keeps his 
record intact—he scores a goal for 
Jronmoort 
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‘a AX? what might the meaning of 
this be ?” 

The voice of Captain Jonathan 
Hardy, commander of the man-of-war, 
Furious, rang out angrily ,from the 
quarter-deck, where he was striding 
backwards and forwards, with his brass 
telescope under his arm. 


He glared at the seamen who came. 


crowding towards him, pushing in 
tront of them one of their number who 
held a tin pannikin in his hand. 

“Go on, Harry—speak up!” 
growled the seamen, urging forward 
the man witl the pannikin. 

He walked hesitatingly towards the 
captain, obviously frightened. Two 
or three paces from him he came to a 
halt, and touched his forelock. Then 
he gulped, and held out the pannikin. 

“Begging your pardon, sir, the 
crew just wants you to take a look at 
this,” he said. 

Hardy glanced at the contents of 
the pannikin. He saw an unpleasant- 
looking kind of soup, with lumps of 
fat floating about on top of it. The 
smell was enough to make anyone 
sick. 

“Well ?’’ Hardy demanded, 
looked Harry straight in the eye. 

The fellow shuffied and gulped. 

“Itain’t fit to eat, sir!’ he exclaimed. 

“He's right!’ cried a voice from 
the crowd. “It ain’t fit for dogs! 
We ain’t going to stand it no longer. 
We deserve good food. If Nelson was 
here, he’d see that we got treated 
fair.” 

Hardy looked at the crowd, but 
failed to detect the speaker. Standing 
a little away from the men he saw a 
young lad, and his scowl became 
fiercer than ever. 

‘The lad was Eric Hardy—his own 
ward, son of the famous Captain 
Horatio Hardy, and now a powder- 
monkey aboard the Furious. Jonathan 
Hardy scowled, and his eyes glinted 
with hate, for young Eric was the only 
barrier between him and one of the 
richest estates in England. 

“T see it now,” the villainous skipper 
muttered to himself. ‘That lad sus- 
peots that I’ve been trying to get rid of 
him. He’s urged the crew to try and 
mutiny against me. But, by thunder, 
it won’t work with me !”” 

So suddenly that the cowering Harry 
was taken completely unawares, the cap- 
tain’s right foot shot up. It hit the 
pannikin, hurled it out of Harry’s hand, 
and dashed the contents in his face. 


and 


“ Ain't fit to eat, is it 7” Hardy thun- 
dered, ‘“ By the powers, you'll eat what- 
ever I see fit to give you! You'll eat sea- 
weed and,barnacles if I give the order, and 


like it too! Maybe it hasn’t struck you 
that you're at war. Now, listen to me, 
you dogs- ” 





“We ain't dogs!” cried a voice from 
the background. “ We've a right——” 

“So that’s the tune, is it?” roared 
Captain Hardy. ,‘‘ Well, I’ve got a short 
way with that sort of thing. Bosun !” 

At his shout the hunchbacked bosun, 
Malachi Bone, came shuffling forward. 
He was the captain’s accomplice in all the 
plans he had hatched against Eric, He 
shuffled forward like a great spider. One 
eye of his evil face was covered by a black 
patch. 

“Take that man and give him fifty 
lashes,” the captain ordered, pointing to 
Harry. ‘Then pick another half-dozen 
of the swabs and give them fifty lashes 
apiece. That'll teach them who’s master 
aboard this ship, 1 reckon!” 

J“ Ay, ay, sir,” said Malachi Bone, 
grin. Then he laid an iron grip on 
the arm of the shrinking Harry. 

The grip of the bosun on his arm roused 
Harry. Fifty lashes were almost the 
equivalent of a death sentence. 

“T won't be flogged !” he cried. “ I've 
done nothing to deserve a flogging!” 

“You come along with me, matey,” 
growled Malachi Bone, trying to lead him 
away. 

Another shout broke from Harry. 
Suddenly he wrenched himself free from 
Malachi Bone. He lifted his left foot in 
a mighty kick, The toe of his sea-boot 
caught the bosun full on his stubbled 
chin. The bosun was lifted clean off his 
feet, and fell flat on the deck as if he had 
been_shot. 

“Stand by me, mates!” yelled Harry, 
as the captain drew a pistol. 

Before he could fire the weapon, the 
angry Harry charged. Head _ lowered, 
he rushed at Jonathan Hardy like a bull 
amok. His head caught the skipper right 
on the waistline, and he fell with a thud. 

His head hit that of Malachi Bone vio- 
lently, and he rolled over on his back, 

“You've nearly killed them, Harry 
came the awed cry. 

“Stand by me, mates!” cried Harry. 
“ He was going to flog you, too, the same 
as me. Any one of you might have been 











It'll be a hanging matter now, 
if we let him take charge again.” 

* Ay, that’s true,” cried another man. 
“ We ain't been treated fair on this ship. 
We've been treated like dogs by them two 
lying there. Let's take charge of the ship, 
mates, We can sail it away to the Pacific 
and land on one of the islands there.” 

“Would you murder them, Sam?” 
muttered another man. 

““No—not me,” said Sam. “I'd put 
them in a boat and push them off. If 
anyone wants to pick them up—why, it 
ain't none of our concern.” 

“Tt’s mighty like murder to set them 
adrift in this part of the ocean,” said 
another seaman, 

“Well, what are 
don’t do as I say ?’ 

As one man, the crew made up their 
minds, 

“Set them adrift! 


picked. 


you going to do if you 


Set them adrift !” 


they cried. = 
No sooner said than done. Swiftly a 
boat was lowered. The two semi- 


conscious men were dropped into it. 

“ Give them a taste of their old biscuits 
and rotten salt pork to help them on their 
way! And some of their so-called drink- 
ing water !” 

With a shout of laughter from the crew, 
a big piece of salt pork was dropped into 
the boat, with a couple of handfuls of 
biscuits and a small keg of stale water. 

“* Push them off !” cried Sam. 

“Wait a bit, mates,” cried a voice. 

It was the voice of Bully Rankin, Eric 
Hardy's most bitter enemy aboard the 
ship. Before Eric's arrival, he had been 
leader of the powder-monkeys. But Eric 
had given him a sound thrashing, and 
had earned his intense hatred for it. 

“Wait a bit, mates. There’s another 
of them here, We'd better get rid of him 
at the same time. He’s a nephew of the 
captain's. We ain’t going to keep a spy 
among us, are we? He'd betray us.” 

Eric Hardy shuddered with horror. 
The idea of being alone in a boat with the 
two men who were determined to put him 
out of the way made him cry aloud in 
protest. 

But it was in vain. With a shout of 
approval the crew. seized him. He was 
dropped over the side of the ship into the 
boat, and the boat was pushed off and left 
to her fate. 

The ship changed her course. Within 
an hour she was just a speck on the horizon, 
her white sails gleaming in the dying sun. 


* 
ALONE ON THE SEA. 













* * 
st laser night was cold and chilly in the 

open boat. The ocean was heaving 
Now and again the spray would splash 
over them, soaking their clothes and 
adding to their discomfort. 

During the night Jonathan Hardy and 
Malachi Bone took turns at the oars to 
keep themselves warm, steering as best 
they could by the stars. But they knew 
it was hopeless to attempt to row any- 





290 


Where. The nearest land was hundreds 
of miles away, 

The two men spoke little. 
to be the worse for the cracks 
received on the head. 

The day broke in a crimson blaze, and 
as the sun rose higher and higher in the 
sky, their sufferings of the night seemed 
pleasant by comparison. 

Sitting in the stern-sheets, Eric saw the 
one eye of Malachi Bone fixed on him with 
evil gloating. His mouth was twisted in an 

leasant grin. 

in rose higher and higher. Their 
sufferings became almost unbearable. 
The gunwales became so hot that it was 
impossible to touch them with the hand. 
essly the sun beat down on them, 
parching their throats and making their 
ey he. 

Malachi Bone’s eye still glittered evilly. 
st he laughed, 

fo, ho, ho! Ain’t it funny, captain? 
You and me and the younker, all in one 
boat. Ho, ho, ho! We've got him now! 
The estate's yours now, captain, for sure. 
And that brat’s never going to cross me 
noimore, Over the side with him, I say !” 


Both seemed 
they had 






















At 








jumped to his feet. The one-eyed bosun 
drew back and hurled the dirk. 

Eric swayed sideways. The dirk grazed 
the side of his neck as it whizzed past him. 
He lost his balance, tottered, and fell into 
the sea with a loud splash, 

Malachi Bone seized the oars, and pulled 
hastily away, leaving Eric’ struggling 
in the water. 

Desperately Eric swam after the boat. 
Malachi rested on the oars, and waited 
until the boy was reaching up a hand to 
grasp the stern of the boat. Then he 
pulled away again for a few strokes, and 
waited. 

Time and again Eric swam after the 


boat. Time and ‘again the bosun pulled 
away. At last the: boy gave up in 
despair. 


He turned and swam hy the opposite 
direction. When he looked back, no boat 
was in sight. 

Suddenly he received a violent blow on 
the side from some heavy object. His arm 
closed round a huge square beam of timber 
about ten feet long, like a beam from the 
hold of a ship. Perhaps it came from 
one of the French ships which the Furious 
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the water beside the beam. 
toa shark! 

It reared up close to the beam, as if to 
have a good look at its victim before 
attacking. Then it circled round and 
round, its fin cutting the water like a 
sword, It came in close a second time, in 
a slow, leisurely way. 

Then once more it reared up—and Eric 
struck. Reversing the oar, he struck 
hard and deep into the terrible monster. 
The dirk drove through its skin, and in a 
wild flurry of foam, tinged with’blood, the 
monster whirled round and vanished. 

But only for a moment. Fifty feet 
away it emerged again, and this time it 
was not alone. It hurled itself high into 
the air, and after it rushed a dozen other 
monsters. 

Luckily for Eric, they did not all attack 
at once. They circled round, watching 
and waiting, till one of their number, 
hungrier or bolder than the rest, made 
an attempt to get at the boy. 

Under the broiling sun, Eric fought 
them off. He struck and struck till his 
arms and back ached. Only the fact that 
he had some foothold on the square log 


It belonged 























THE SHARK ATTACKS!—As the shark came darting towards him, Eric struck 





t yet!” cried Hardy, holding the 
bosun back in his seat. “I'll tell you 
why we shouldn’t finish him now. Sup- 
posing we're picked up? Supposing some 
day that boy disappears and suspicion 
falls on you and me ? 

“Why, all we've got to say is this. 
Was that boy not alone with us in an open 
boat? Could we not have pitched him 
over the side and no one been the wiser ? 
But we didn’t. That'll be a good defence 
before a judge.” 

“Ay, maybe that’s so,” said Malachi 

















Bone. “‘ Maybe you've got the rights of 
it, captai But if | had my way——” 
“T have a headache,” said Captain 


Hardy, closing his eyes. 

The blow he had received on the head 
had shaken him badly. He looked ill. 
Soon, as the heat became greater and 
greater, he became delirious. Suddenly 
he looked up. He saw Eric’s eyes staring at 
him. 

“Take those eyes away!” he cried 
wildly, burying his face in his hands. 
“Take them away! I can’t bear them !” 

The captain obvious did not know 
what he was saying, The knock on his 
head, combined with the heat of the sun, 
had driven him mad for the time being. 

“Ho, ho, ho!” chuckled Malachi Bone. 
“It’s come to a reckoning at last, my fine 
young feller! I can’t let them’ eyes of 
yours keep worrying the captain.” 

He rose to his feet in the stern as he 
spoke, a heavy dirk in his hand, Eric 








he had made out of an oar and a dirk. 


herself had blown into the air. As he 
seized it, new hope came to Er 

He managed to get astride it. There, 
clinging to the beam, he spent another 
night. Soon the dawn came once more. 

He scanned the surface of the water 
with aching eyes, dreading the sight of 
one of those scimetar fins that would tell 
of the presence of a shark, 

Suddenly he noticed something black 
on the surface of the sea. Every nerve 
tense, he watched it. Was it a shark ? 

As it drew nearer, he saw that it was not 

a shark, but an oar. He leapt into the 
water, seized it, and took it back to the 
beam, 
“ Now I'll get somewhere,” he muttered. 
An oar and a weapon at the same time !”* 
Swiftly he set to work. He drew out 
the long seaman’s dirk which he always 
carried. He whittled away the thin end 
of the oar, Then, tearing strips from his 
clothing, he securely bound the dirk to 
the whittled end of the oar. 

Getting to his feet, he began to paddle 
the beam. He didn’t know where he was 
going, but anything was better than sitting 
still doing nothing. 

He toiled on, /He was soon dizzy and 
faint from thirst and hunger. 


*  naeananenenananenae 
SHARKS ! 
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TREX all at once came the danger that 

drove all weariness and pain from his 
mind, An ugly snout reared itself out of 





desperately at it with the frail weapon 


enabled him to survive at all. 

Again and again he beat the brutes off 
with his bloodstained weapon. Like a 
cat he balanced himself on the beam. 

Unconscious of time, he fought on, the 
breath sobbing in his lungs, the blood 
pounding in his head, His aching eyes 
did not see the approach of several great 





ships of war. He did not see or hear any- 
thing, until suddenly he felt strong arms 


around him, dragging him from his beam. 

Then his senses failed him, 

“He’s fainted,” said a voice in French. 
“Lay him down there in the stern. 
Listen! He's delirious, He’s speaking in 
English !” 

Muttering to himself, Eric lay still in 
the bottom of the boat. He did not feel 
himself being hoisted up into the flagship 
of Villeneuye’s famous French Squadron, 
which had been scouring the South 
Atlantic, and which was now making a 
dash back for Ferrol, to join the Squadron 
which Napoleon had waiting there. 

Napoleon considered that, after that, 
it would be an easy matter for the French 
Fleet to break the English blockade and 
allow his forces to cross the Channel and 
invade England. 

For days Eric lay in a high fever, rambe.. 
ling in his delirium, and a Frenchman 
who understood English listened to and 
took down every word he was saying. 

Villeneuve was puzzled. He did not 
know where Nelson’s Fleet was. 
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The Crusher Runs Amok in the Siegfried Line ! 





ai 


REEL EES ESHA EEE Eth 
BOMBERS OVERHEAD ! 
* * 
WESTWARDS through Germany 
rolled The Crusher, that mon- 
strous steel ball which had gate-crashed 
its way into enemy territory and 
given Adolf Hitler a headache for over 
three months. 

It was impossible for The Crusher 
to move secretly. Telephone wires 
hummed with the news of its move- 
ments, 

The three Britishers inside The 
Crusher wondered if the Nazis guessed 
that they were now on their way home. 
It would be better if the Nazis did not 
know this, for they might make 
special efforts to prevent The Crusher 
passing through the Siegfried Line. 

That was the task the Britishers had 
before them. They had done every- 
thing they had come to Germany to 
do..They had proved The Crusher 
invincible, and were in possession of 
notes of the highest importance. 

They had plenty of time to discuss 
their chances of getting back into 
French territory, for they had several 
hundred miles to travel before they 
reached the Siegfried Line. 

Things did not go smoothly all the 
way. There was oné place in Sauer- 
land, where Roy Knox forgot for a 
moment the great weight of the 
machine, and tried to cross a channel 
by a bridge. 

There was a cracking sound, and the 
steel girders of the bridge bent like 
wire. The Crusher fell through into 
the water, almost blocking the canal 
from side to side, and wedging itself 
tightly amid the debris. 

On this occasion there was not suffi- 
cient water to cover the steel ball. 
At least six feet of The Crusher was 
above the water line. 

Upon it a nearby battery concen- 
trated its fire. 

It was a nasty moment for the three 
men in The Crusher. It was true that 
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the guns were not of heavy calibre, 
but even hardened steel could not 
withstand the impact of shell after 
shell, 

Roy used the full power of the 
electric motors to try and escape from 
the canal. But his efforts merely tore 
down the banks and allowed the 
water to flood across country. 

Luckily for the Britishers, the 
water reached the battery of Nazi 
gunners, -and these had to beat a 
hurried retreat. : 

The Crusher whirled around in 
the mud in a frantic effort to free 
itself. For a long time it failed to get 
a grip, but when it did The Crusher 
lurched out into a nearby field so sud- 
denly that the three Britishers were 
thrown on their backs. 

“ Phew !"’ muttered Roy, getting to 
his feet. ‘‘ No more bridges for me. 
Down one bank and up the other is 
the way we'll go after this.” 

The Crusher rolled on its way. It 
was now passing through an open 
stretch of country where it was 
exposed to attack from Nazi bombers. 
Planes were the only things the 
Britishers feared. 

When the pals were among houses 
and factories they knew that they 
were safe from air attack, for the 
Germans would not bomb their own 
territory. But in open spaces, where 
there were only woods and fields, the 
Nazis bombed mercilessly. 

Presently Curly Sinclair, who was 
peering through one of the rear periscopes, 
spotted eight or nine sinister shapes 
streaking across the sky. 

“ Heinkels coming !’” he roared. 

The only thing the Britisher could do 
was look for cover. 

Not far distant a railway crossed a 
main road, and there was a bridge carrying 
the track over the highway. Roy Knox 
wisely turned in that direction. 

The first bombs fell around The Crusher 
when it was still a quarter of a mile from 
the bridge, but although the steel ball 
was sprayed with shrapnel, no harm 
was done. 






At last it reached the main road and 
The Crusher rolled under cover of the 
bridge, where it was stopped. 

Roy turned from the control-seat 
and mopped his brow. The question 
now was whether the Nazis would risk 
destroying the bridge in order to wreck 
Britain’s Secret Weapon. 

For some minutes the Heinkels circled 
overhead, and the three Britishers guessed 
that frantic wireless messages were being 
sent asking for instructions. 

Suddenly three of the bombers turned 
and made a swift dive. Three big objects 
flew from their bomb-racks, The Nazis 
had made their choice. They were 
willing to have their railway cut for a 
while as long as it meant that The Crusher 
was put out of action. 

Boom-boom-boom ! Two of the bombs 
fell harmlessly in a nearby field, but the 
third landed in the roadway not forty 
yards to one side of the bridge. The 
blast blew The Crusher out from under 
cover. 

The bridge rocked. It looked a perilous 
shelter, but there was no other. Swiftly 
Roy rolled The Crusher underneath again, 
and after that the bombs fell thick and 
fast. 

‘At last came the thing the pals had 
dreaded—a direct hit on the bridge above 
them! The spans collapsed, and hundreds 
of tons of steel girders, masonry, and 
brickwork cascaded down upon The 


Crusher. é 
The stout steel ball bore the strain, 


but the noise inside was deafening. 
Then came silence. 

The pals tried to see through the 
periscopes. But they~~saw nothing. 


Debris completely buried The Crusher. 

“Now what?” asked Curly Sinclair, 
rubbing a bruise on his left elbow. 

“We'll stay here until those planes 
have gone away!” grinned Roy. “I 
only hope the Nazis don’t let a few more 
bombs fall to make certain of us.” 

They waited tensely, At any. moment 
the blow might fall. 

But the Nazis were either short of 
bombs or considered that their task 
had been completed. 

After an hour’s wait, Roy Knox clam- 
bered back into the control-seat. 

“T think those planes have gone by 
now,” he said. “ We'll risk it!” 
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‘The motors whirred, and the great pile 
ot wreckage was flung aside as The 
Crusher spun into the open. 

Masonry and girders were hurled in 
all directions. Next minute Britain’s 
Secret Weapon was speeding on its way 
at fifty miles an hour, leaving a deep, 
furrowed track across country. 

Once again The Crusher had fooled 
the Nazis. 

The German bombers had returned to 
their base, and before they could be 
recalled, The Crusher had reached a 
district where the population was so 
thick that the Nazis dared not drop any 
more bombs. 





THE SIEGFRIED LINE, 
* ook 
Win another hour The Crusher 
was nearing Germany’s famous 
Western Wall, the Siegfried Line defences. 

The Britishers saw nothing but masses 
of troops in billets, with dumps, stores, 
and great convoys of lorries and tanks. 

The Crusher rolled out everything before 
it. Thousands of Nazis were disturbed 
in their billets. 

Frantic efforts were made to stop 
The Crusher. Barriers of tanks were 
placed in its way, The whole might of 
the German army set to work to: prevent 
the huge spiked ball from heading west- 
wards. 

But The Crusher rolled on. [It stopped 
for nothing. Neither shots, shells nor 
bombs managed to check its progress, 
and finally it reached a ridge from which 
it was possible to see their destination. 

A dozen miles away, beyond the 
Siegfried and Maginot Lines, was. France. 
Once the Britishers reached there they 
would be safe, but to do that they had 
to get through the Siegfried defences 
and No Man's Land. 

Night was falling. The  Britishers 
could see the flashes of the guns. Some- 
thing interesting was happening. 

The flashes lit the sky, and in addition 
there were star-shells, flaming onions, 
flares of all colours, and searchlights. It 
was an inferno of light through which 
they would have to p 

Very soon the Britishers had evidence 
that all the excitement was due to a 
German attack over a considerable front. 

It had been well prepared. The 
German guns from one end of the sector 
to the other were blazing away at the 
French front with shells of all sizes. 

A steady stream of Nazi troops was 
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pouring into the underground tunnels 
at the rear of the Siegfried Line, They 
would presently come out in front of their 
own defences and would spread out for 
the attack. 

The three Britishers 
at each other. 

“Tt seems that we've come back just 
in time!” muttered Curly.‘ Perhaps 
we can help. How about chasing the 
Nazis forward ?” 

He winked, and his friends got the idea. 
The Crusher lurched along the ridge. 
Suddenly the pals saw beneath them a 
whole regiment of Naz crouching 
behind cover to wait their turn before 
entering a tunnel. There must have been 
a thousand of them. 

“Ever play skittles?” asked Roy, 
and sent The Crusher bounding down the 
slope. 

Deafened bv the noise of their own guns, 
the Nazi soldiers knew nothing of their 
danger until the great spiked ball landed 
in their midst. 

The Crusher could not help doing 
frightful darnage. Whichever way it 
turned there were massed Nazis, either 
standing in close-packed ranks or lying 
side by side on the ground. The Crusher 
churned its way through them. 

For no more than three minutes Britain's 
Secret Weapon charged down and among 
those Nazis, and at the end of that time 
half of them were dead and the other half 
were fleeing in all directions. 

Ahead loomed the mouth of the tunnel 
going into the forward part of the Siegfried 
Line. Roy Knox wondered if he dared 
risk entering it. It seemed big enough. 
The Crusher was thirty feet in diameter. 
The tunnel was fully forty feet high. 
He decided to risk it. 

Slowly The Crusher rolled towards the 
entrance. Horrified Nazi soldiers saw the 
ball coming, and hastened to close the 
steel gas-proof doors. 

They might have saved their strength, 
for The Crusher smashed through the 
doors as if they were made of paper, and 
entered the huge concrete-lined tunnel. 

Tt was an underground highway along 
which the Germans hoped to pour a steady 
stream of reinforcements and supplies 
into the forward area. 

Britain’s Secret Weapon bumped trom 
side to side, and there was a constant 
shower of concrete blocks in the rear, 
The noise was terrific. It was just as 
though an express train were passing 
through a tunnel. 

The column of Nazi 


looked grimly 











troops ahead, a 


mechanised unit with machine-gun 
carriers and small whippet tanks, tried 
their best to get out of the way, but it was 
hopeless. 

On rumbled The Crusher, drivimg the 
Nazis before it like dust before a broom. 
Hundreds dropped on the way, and the 
steel ball passed over them. 

It was a terrible slaughter, but the three 
Britishers knew that these same men had 
intended carrying death and destruction 
to the other side of No Man’s Land. 

The tunnel finished between towering 
German casements from which big guns 
were now pouring out their shells towards 
the west. 

This was the middle of the Siegfried 
Line, a point about halfway througi 
the mighty defences which reached to a 
depth of nearly fifteen miles. 

Not far away a big gun was being 
brought up on a railway. Roy Knox 
pointed to this, and Britain’s Secret 
Weapon leapt forward at a touch of the 
switch. 

A moment later it was on top of the 
gun with the full weight of its sixty 
tons. 

So great was the impact that the steel 
barrel was broken in two and the railway 
track was wrecked. 

The Britishers then decided to leave 
this valley between the concrete emplace- 
ments, and move further forward. Rocked 
by the blast of the many guns, they again 
found themselves among masses of field- 
grey figures who were awaiting the word 
to make the assault across No Man’s Land 

When Roy Knox and his pals had 
planned to pass eastwards through the 
Siegfried Line they had been thwarted 
by the huge concrete ramps which they 
could not climb. That was why they had 
been forced to trick the Nazis. into help- 
ing them through. 

On this return journcy there was not 
that difficulty, for the ramps sloped the 
other way. The Crusher arrived at the top 
of one of these, and went skidding to the 
bottom. 

They found themselves in a dense forest 
of barbed wire entanglements. Whichever 
way they turned they became tangled 
with masses of the stuff. It clung to 
their spikes and clogged their movements. 

Eventually The Crusher gave a lurch, 
and stopped. The electric motors whined, 
then became silent. 7 

“We're stuck! panted Roy Knox. 
“T thought we'd be able to plough 

(Continued on next page.) 





NELSON’S GUNS MUST BE FED! 
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Every scrap of information was of value 
co him. 

At last Eric was able to sit up and tahe 
note of his surroundings. 

Every hour his strength improved. 
He was allowed to get up and walk about 
the deck. His fine constitution came to 
his rescue, and at last he was told to 
appear before Admiral Villeneuve him- 
self. 

Resplendent in gold braid, Villeneuve 
received him with a friendly smile. 

“Well, my lad,” he said in clipped 
English, ‘here you are, still alive! We 
could scarcely believe our eyes when we 
saw you out there in the middle of the 
ocean fighting those sharks, There isn’t 
a man in the Squadron who doesn’t admire 
your pluck, What is your name?” 

“Eric Hardy, sir.” 

Villeneuve frowned- thoughtfully. 

“Any relation of Captain Horatio 
Hardy and Captain Jonathan Hardy ?” 

“The one was my father, the other is 
my step-uncle,” Eric replied. 

“Ha!” Villeneuve rubbed his hands 
with satisfaction, and his eyes glinted 
under his dark brows. ‘‘ Then you were 
aboard the Furious with your step- 
uncle, eh ? He would have told you all 
his secrets, eh ?” 

“T was only a powder-monkey,” 
replied. 

“Come, come, lad,” the adrusral 
coaxed. ‘* You were often in your uncle’s 
cabin, I'll warrant, You've heard him 
speak about the affairs of the Fleet. A 


Eric 


smart lad like you must have heard all 
about Nelson’s plan of campaign.” 

Eric was silent, He was not deceived 
by the admiral’s flatte He realised 








at once that he was being pumped. He 
remained silent, 
The admiral’s manner changed. He 


became firm and cold. 


= Now, boy—remember that we are at 
war,” he said. ‘“ We are on our way to 
Ferrol. We want to know where Nelson 
is, so that we can dodge him if he tries to 
intercept us. You were bound to know 
all about Nelson’s plans, Your officers 
were bound to have talked them over. 1 
want all the information you can give 
me. 

“If Nelson intercepts us, you realise 
what will happen to you, Nelson’s Fleet 
is far too strong for us. He will send us 
to the bottom. And you, my lad, will 
share our fate.” 

(Still Eric remained silent. 
with closed lips, looking the 
straight in the eye. 

“So you are stubborn, eh ? 
well, it is a pity !” 

The admiral shrugged his shoulders. 
He signed to the officers in his cabin, 

“Take him away,” he ordered. “ He 
is to be hanged.” 

In a moment Eric was seized, and his 
arms held behind his back, He was taken 
out on deck. A noose was placed around 
his neck and slung over a yard-arm, 

Eric stood in the midst of his cothtry’s 








He stood 
admiral 


Well, 


enemies, his face pale but determined. 
Never would he give information to the 
enemy, no matter what his own fate. As 
he stood there, the admiral came strolling 
on deck. 

“ Now then, boy, for the last time—are 
you prepared to speak ?” he demanded. 

“No!” Eric exclaimed. 

“Are you ready, men? When I drop 
my hand, heave bim into the air,” said the 
admiral. | “Ts that your last word, boy ?"” 

“ Yes,” came Eric’s reply. He tensed, 
waiting for the rope-to tighten round his 
throat. 

But the admiral’s hand did not drop ! 

“You are a brave lad,” said the admiral. 

“ L would be proud if any of my country 
men behaved like you. Take him back to 
his quarters, men, and let him be well 
treated,” 
_ Dazed by the sudden change in his 
fortunes, Eric was taken back to the 
little cabin he had occupied, and left 
there, 

His attention was attracted by a wine: 
bottle on a shelf. In a moment of 
impulse he acted. An old log-book was 
lying on the shelf, too. He tore a page 
from it. Then he stuck a splinter of wood 
in his arm to draw blood, and wrote on 
the paper the following message— 

{The crew of the Furious mutinied. 
Villeneuve is making for Ferro) with all 
speed.” 

He added the latitude and longi- 
tude and the date and put his name. 
He put the message into the bottle, corked 
it again, and flung it through the port-hole 
into the sea. 





In next week’s thrill-packed yarn, Erie 
is locked up in the Prison of No Escape! 
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through, but the wire is clinging to every 
spike,” 
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THE CRUSHER’S RETURN. 


* 
pe SY were in a desperate plight. They 
were in the middle of the Siegfried 
defences, unable to go forward or back- 
wards, with a battle raging around them. 

Through their periscopes the Britishers 
had a good view of the Nazis preparing 
for their big assault. In spite of the 
havoc caused by Britain’s Secret Weapon, 
more and more men had been brought up. 

They were filing into the communica- 
tion trenches which led to the advanced 
positions from which they would attack 

“the Maginot Line. 

By this time the French were putting 
a regular barrage over the German lines. 
The Nazi troops were forced to rush for 
cover, but there was plenty of this avail- 
able for them—underground tunnels, dug- 
outs, and deep trenches. 

The Crusher was the only thing left in 
the open, and very soon shells began to 
fall around it. 

Direct hits were few, but the ground 
was churned up on all sides of The Crusher. 

So far only light shells had hit the ball, 
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“IN THE SIEGFRIED LINE!— 


The Britishers knew that not even the 
hardened steel of The Crusher could 
withstand a direct hit from anine-inch shell. 

It was like being in the middle of a 
raging furnace. They were surrounded 
by yellow and green fumes. Earth and 
dust were thrown over them, and The 
Crusher rocked this way and that. 

It was during one of these violent 
shudders of The Crusher that Tiny Boyd 
were thrown against the controls. His 
shoulder must have knocked over the 
starting-switch, for the motors whined 
into life again. 

The outer shell tugged frantically at its 
bonds of barbed wire, and a moment later 
the Britishers felt The Crusher moving ! 

Roy Knox grabbed the steering-wheel. 

“The shells have cut the wire!” he 
roared, ‘“ We're fi The French shells 
have cut us loose.”” 

They retreated a considerable distance 
until they were clear of the wire entang! 
ments, then made for a gap through which 
the zi troops were pouring. If the 
Nazis could go out that way, so could 
The Crusher. 

The steel ball arrived at_the edge of 
No Man’s Land just as the Germans were 
spreading out from their various trenches 
in readiness for the advance, 

As usual, they did everything with 
military precision. They were organised 
in three waves, and were going to advance 
behind a creeping barrage which would 

















smash down all opposition in the front. 


But no creeping barrage yet made 
could stop The Crusher from coming up 
behind. The terrible spiked ball rolled 


along the lines of waiting Germans, and 
crushed hundreds of them. 

No troops, however well trained, could 
hope to remain in place under such an 
attack. The Nazi soldiers hurriedly broke 
their formation and scattered. 

The Crusher continued its tour of the 
forward area. By its efforts it completely 
disorganised the Nazi attack. The for- 
ward advance of the infantry was de- 
layed, and the creeping barrage moved 
across No Man’s Land without anyone 
being behind it. 

In their fury the Nazis lost their heads, 
Some crazy officer gave the order for The 
Crusher to be seized at all costs. Several 
hundreds of the Nazis hurled themselves at 
the spiked ball and clambered on to it. 

They gripped the spikes ; they climbed 
on top; they threw themselves down 
underneath it. By sheer strength they 
tried to master and hold it. 

White-faced, Roy Knox looked help- 
lessly at Curly. 

“This is he 





horrible !”” grunted. 





The Crusher charged down the tunnel leadng into the Siegfried Line, scattering 


troops and tanks in front of it. 
“They're mad. If we move now we'll 
kill them all.” 

Like ants the Nazi soldiers swarmed 
over Britain’s Secret Weapon. By main 
force they even managed to turn it 
slightly to one side, but sixty tons needed 
a lot of handling, and the only wore 
themselves out by their efforts. 

Some of them were trying to wind 
barbed wire round The Crusher to get it 
tangled up again, and Roy Knox got busy. 

He closed his eyes, pressed the starting 
switch, and sixty tons of metal churned 
forward through its living attackers 
There were some ugly bumps, and then 
they were clear. 

The Crusher lurched across some trenches 
which were filled with cowering men, and 
then headed into No Man’s Land, 

Shells were still falling around them, 
but not very many, for most were going 
overhead. 

The Britishers did not know this part 
of the battle front. It was many miles 
from where they had first crossed Nr 
Man’s Land on their outward journey. 

At last they saw the flash of a machine 
and heard the clatter of bullets on 






gun, 
the steel ball. They were nearing the 
first of the French outposts, and the 
gunners must have thought that The 


Crusher was a new kind of German tank, 
The Crusher swept aside to avoid the 


French outpost. 


They saw more flashes, and they 
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were struck by bigger missiles which 
burst into flames. 
“Anti-tank guns!" grunted Tiny. 
“ We're getting somewhere now. It’s a 


pity we can’t signal.”” 

They were hit many times before they 
came to rest no more than a dozen feet 
from the trench. Roy had so arranged 
that the double door was on the side 
farthest from the Frenchmen, and at a nod 
from him Curly opened these doors. 

Waiting until there was a lull in the 
firing, he shouted in French: 

“Stop shooting! We are friends—les 
Anglais! Please get into communication 
with your headquarters and tell them that 
The Crusher has returned.” 

“Come out and surrender, and we'll 
do as you say!" a harsh voice bellowed 
back. 

So the three Britishers dropped out. 

Wary French soldiers surrounded them 
and disarmed them, then stared in awe at 
the strange machine. They had never 
heard of it before, for it had been kept a 
secret even from our own Allies until it 
had been tested out. 

Luckily an officer arrived on the scene 
shortly afterwards, and agreed to send the 
message to headquarters. When the reply 





came, he rushed up to them and shook 
their hands. 

“My friends, it is an honour to meet 
you!” he cried. “ We have to give you 
safe conduct through the outer defences, 
All France is talking of your exploits !”” 

So for the next hour the Britishers were 
guided through the outer defences of the 
Maginot Line. At last they passed 
through one of the vast steel doors into 
that mighty system of fortifications from 
which they had departed more than a 
month earlier. 

The Crusher was left in safe hands, and 
the three who had defied the whole might 
of Germany were taken swiftly to Head- 
quarters. 

There their surprising story was told, 
their notes and trophies were handed over 
to delighted Staff officers, and they were 
given the credit due to them, 

What they had done was of vital im- 
portance. Even the most doubting ex- 
perts were now convinced that Britain's 
Secret Weapon was capable of develop- 
ment. 

Roy was hurried back to Britain te 
supervise the building of a fleet of these 
machines. Sergeant Boyd chose to returp 
to his regiment, and Curly Sinclair went 
on leave before departing on yet another 
mission for the Secret Service. 

The war was not yet over for any of 
them, but the end was all the more certain 
since their daring coup had succeeded. 

THE END. 
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THE TREASURE OF MYRA, 

* Saeed 
THE fussy little man with the 

goatee beard had been hanging 
about the waterfront of San Diego 
for several days. He had taken a 
keen interest in the various salvage 
ships. Twice he went to the end of 
the wharf where a converted fishing 
boat was moored. 

There was a notice nailed to the 
mast of the boat. It read—* Union 
Salvage Company,” and announced that 
diving was a specialty. Two white 
men and a negro formed the crew, and 
they spent long hours rolling dice 
and quarrelling. The latter was the 
favourite occupation of Forty-Fathom 
Carr and Mud-Bottom Mulligan. 





“Blackout has all the luck,” 
grumbled Carr, watching the dice 
bounce on the floorboards. ‘ That's 


ten dollars I owe you, nigger. I'll 
write an I.0.U.” 

“Yassuh! And the name ain't 
Blackout. <Ah’s Paul Washington 
Lincoln de Quincey Brown, and Ah 
wants all that name on the pape 

“Then you don’t get an I.0.U 





said Forty, “I’m darned if I'll write 
all that down. Let’s go ashore, 
Mulligan. It’s time to eat.” 


“That guy with the goatee is back 
again,” remarked the other diver. 
“"T wonder what he wants ?” 

“‘T reckon he wants to roll dice 
with Blackout.” 

They left the boat and walked to the 
little restaurant where they had a 
credit account. Business was bad, 
and the Union Salvage Company was 
down to the last dollar. If a job 
didn’t come along soon it would be 
necessary to pawn some of the equip- 
ment. 

As the two men sat at a table the 
bearded stranger trotted up. He 
hesitated for a moment, then pulled 
forward a chair. He looked first at 
Mulligan, and then at Carr, 


“* Which of you is the head diver ?” 
he asked in a squeaky voice. 

“Me !" said Forty-Fathom. 

“Me !” said Mud-Bottom. 

They clenched their fists and glared at 
one another. A fight might have started 
if the stranger hadn’t pushed himself 
between the partners, 

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” he ex- 
claimed mildly, “I have work to offer 
you. I am prepared to pay five hundred 
dollars and all expenses. Half the money 
down if you accept. They tell me you 
are the two best divers on the Pacific 
Coast.” 

“ Best in America!" declared Forty. 

“ Best in the world!” boomed Mud- 








Bottom. ‘ What’s the job?” 
“ Have you ever heard of Myra ?” 
“ Who 2?” asked Carr. 





“ Myra is a lost city of the Incas,” ex- 
plained the little man. “It lies off the 
coast of Lower California, about fifty 
miles from here. It was submerged 
by an earthquake and has never been 
explored. I want a diver to take me 
down, There is untold wealth in Myra.” 

“ Treasure !" gulped Mulligan. 

“ The riches of the ages! Here is my 
card, gentlemen. The name is Professor 
Culbertson, and I am very well known 
in the antiquarian world. “Are you pre- 
pared to take me to Myra?” 

The partners looked at one another, 
Both were of the opinion that the pro- 
fessor was slightly crazy, but they were 
ready to take him anywhere for five 
hundred dollars, There was, too, a 
chance that the little man was talking the 
truth, and that there was vast treasure 
in the submerged town, 

He unrolled a map and spread it on 
the table. It showed the extension of 
California, a narrow strip of land which 
is part of the territory of Mexico. San 
Diswo Was just over the border. 

The professor put his finger on a spot 
some fifty miles down the coast. 

“T have been investigating,” he said. 
“‘ The shore is sandy and the sea shallow. 
I have looked down on ancient Myra from 
a boat. The dive will be about twenty 
fathoms, perhaps less. You'll take me 
down ?"* 

“Tf you can stand the pressure. 
But what about the treasure? You're 
sure it’s there ?” asked Mud-Bottom. 
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“ Positive. Riches beyond belief. You 
may have heard of the Incas ——” 

“The guys who used to roof 
houses with gold?” 

“Yes, but——” 

“We're with you, professor,” boomed 
Mud-Bottom. ‘“ We'll start as soon as 
you've given us the money to buy fuel for 
the boat. It'll be an easy run down the 
coast to this Myra place.” 

Professor Culbertson took a large roll 
of notes from his pocket. He counted out 
three hundred dollars and shook hands 
with the divers. 

They were so pleased that they did not 
notice the man leaning against the counter 
behind the table. e was a big, ugly 
fellow, and was known as ‘Frisco Jake. 

Queer stories were told about Jake 
and his friends. Several times they had 
brushed with the police, and had been 
obliged to disappear for a time. 

They possessed a powerful launch, fitted 
with diving gear, and used it for salvage 
raids on wrecks known to contain valu- 
ables. 

It was unfortunate that the conversa- 
tion between Mulligan, Carr and the pro- 
fessor had been overheard, 

Jake moved off hurriedly to collect 
his friends. He told them of the pro- 
posed treasure hunt. A chart was opened, 
and the men studied the position of lost 
Myra. They grinned when their leader 
told them that the expedition consisted 
only of two divers, a harmless old man, 
and a negro, 

It would be a simple job. 

Their launch chugged out of San 
Diego Harbour, The plan was to make 
for a cove near the submerged city, and 
wait for the treasure hunters to start div- 
ing operations. Only Blackout would be 
left in the boat to watch the pumps, 

J a won't have a chance,” said 
ake. 

“You're sure there’s treasure in Myra?” 
asked one of the gang. 

“Mulligan asked the professor if the 
Incas were the folk who roofed their 
houses with gold. He agreed, and | 
reckon he knows what he’s talking about. 
We'll lift the stuff and Ignd it in Mexico.” 

“What about Mulligan and Carr? 
They’re tough, and——” 

‘Frisco Jake gave a grim laugh. He 
was well aware of the toughness of the 
two diverse 


their 
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“When we attack they'll be under 
the water,” he said. ‘“ They'll have an 
accident, see? Something’s likely to go 
wrong with the air supply.” 


* 
THE LOST CITY. 

a eae 

C was an easy trip for the Union Salvage 
Company's boat. The sea was calm, 

and a few hours after leaving San Diego, 

the vessel was at anchor off the sandy 

coast of Lower California. 

There were no villages or towns for 
miles around, Inland was a stretch of 
country as barren as a desert. Once it 
had been fertile, but, according to Pro- 
fessor Culbertson, the earthquake that 
destroyed Myra had also diverted 
the streams, and ruined that corner of the 
ancient Empire of the Incas. 

He pointed to a lonely ruin in the 
distance, and said it was part of an Inca 
temple. Enthusiastically spoke of the 
civilisation of those distant days, but 
Mulligan and Carr were not interested. 
The negro, however, opened his eyes wide 
and looked scared. 

“ Ah’ll sure be glad when we leave these 
here parts,” he mumbled, “ Ah reckon 
there’s ghosts. You say there’s a dead 
city, professor ?” 

“ Directly beneath us——~” 

“ Ah's leaving!" said Blackout. 
resigns |” 

‘“You get those pumps going pronto,” 
toared Mulligan, putting his fist under 
the negro’s nose, ‘ Myra has been under 
water a thousand years.” 

“Sure, but there's spooks, They walk 
about with seaweed in their hair, You 
wait until you see one, Mr Mulligan.” 

Blackout was so frightened that his teeth 
chattered, Even the two divers felt 
uneasy, They looked over the side into 
the deep green water, but what was 
below was in shadow. Forty-Fathom 
gulped, and began to put on his outfit. 
ite wished Blackout hacin’t mentioned 
spooks at all. \ 

he pair were soon ready, and Pro- 
fessor Culbertson was fitted into the spare 
suit, He was impatient to down, 
talking all the time about the riches of the 
Incas and the historical treasures of Myra. 

Mud-Bottom went over the side, and 
floated until their client was helped down 
the ladder. He adjusted the air valves 
and sank slowly, with his hand on the 
professor's arm. Carr descended on the 
other side of the boat, trailing the grab 
and hawser that would be needed to lift 
heavy weights from the ruins of the lost 
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city, 

hk was a simple dive. There were no 
bad currents, and the water was still. 
Colourful fish darted to and fro, Once 
the grey shadow of a shark glided near, 
but was gone with a flick of the tail when 
Carr waved his arms. 

Fathom by tathom the trio went down, 
Far below was a jumbled mass like a sub- 
merged reef. Long trailers of weed 
waved gently in the slight current, and as 
the divers came nearer, they saw what. 
was beneath the weed. 

The crazy piles of rock changed to 
enormous man-built walls, Deep trenches 
and open spaces became the streets and 
squares of a well-planned town, Jagged 
pinnacles thrusting towards the surface 
were the broken towers of mighty temples. 

The scene was so fantastic, that Mulligan 
and Carr checked their descent and hung 
suspended in the water gaping down at 
the ruins. In all their experience as 
divers they had never seen anything like 
i 


t. 

Four hundred years ago the city had 
lived. People had s' the streets 
and bargained for goods in the markets. 
In the temples the priests had worshipped 
their strange gods, and perhaps held 
human sacrifice. . 

Presently the men continued their 
descent, Mulligan had to go down slowly, 
guiding Professor Culbertson, who was a 
very good pupil. Through the front of 
his helmet, Mud-Bottom could see the 
excited look on the antiquarian’s face. 

“Are you all right?” he shouted, 
putting his helmet close to that of the 
professor, “ Where do you want to be 
put down ?” 

“ Near the Sun Temple,” said the pro- 
fessor. 

“The which ?” 


Their client pointed towards a huge pile 
on the left. It was shaped like a pyramid, 
and was so solidly constructed that the 
earthquake had failed to smash it. The 
great square in front of the temple was 
almost free of weed, and it was here that 
the explorers set their feet in Myra. 

The first down was Forty-Fathom Carr. 
He looked around nervously at the loom- 
ing shadows of the buildings, unable to 
forget Blackout’s warning about spooks 
with seaweed in their hair. The diver 
cursed the negro for his tales, and walked 
towards the temple. 

And then he gave a yell of terror, and 
closed his outlet valve to blow the suit for 
a swift rise. 

A hideous face glared out of the weed 
at the diver, As he prepared to move 
upwards he noticed that the face was 
partly hidden by a crust of coral. He 
gasped with reliel as he realised the thing 
was part of a statue carved in the wall of 
the temple, 

It was proof that Protessor Culbertson's 
story about Myra had been correct. The 
Place was a lost city of the Incas, and 
beneath the weed and the ruins were the 
amazing treasures of a past age. Carr 
thrilled with excitement as he moved 
forward. 
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By this time Mulligan and the professor 
had also reached the bottom, All three 
approached the gates of the Sun Cemple. 
Two enormous statues formed the pillars 
of the doorway? but they were so en- 
crusted -with coral that the effect of the 
fine carving was lost. 

“Do we go in?” Carr asked Mulligan. 

“‘ There may be something in there.” 

“ Afraid of sharks ?” sneered Forty. 

“ No, of spooks !"" grinned Mud-Bottom. 
“ After you, partner !” 

He knew that Blackout’s story had 
frightened his friend, and for that reason 
made him enter the temple first. The 
diver hoped that Carr would hesitate, It 
would be something to chaff him about 
later. 

Very slowly Forty-Fathom went through 
the doorway into the sacred place of the 
Incas. The great blocks out of which it 
was built had become as soli¢ as rock, and 
everywhere the coral] insects had been 
busy spreading a Protecting shell, There 
were many marvels of carving under the 
white and pink crust. 

The diver switched on the light attached 
to his helmet. One look and he was going 
out of the temple faster than any man had 
moved under water. 

Blackout’s warning had come true! 

The light gave Carr a glimpse of a fear- 
ful object floating upright in the doorway. 
It had human shape, and a skeleton jaw 
and grinning teeth looked out from the 
coral that covered it, The bony fingers 
of the right hand were closed over the hilt 
of a sword, Tufts of seaweed sprouted 
from the head. 

And the thing bobbed up and down as it 
alive. 

The diver’s rush from the temple was 
checked by Mulligan, A struggle began 
between the pair, and Forty stuttered out 
a description of the thing he had seen. 
Mud-Bottom laughed. Letting his friend 
go, he entered the temple to investigate. 

His exit clipped a minute off the other 
man’s record. The pair would have made 
for the surface, if it hadn’t been for their 
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‘Mud-Bottom, 
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client. They took him by the arms and 

shouted— . 
“Let's get out of this! The place is 

haunted, There’s a guy in there with 


sea-weed in his hair.” 

“ Rubbish |” said Professor Culbertson. 

He made his way into the temple, re- 
luctantly followed by the divers. They 
admired the nerve of their employer when 
he stepped up to the hideous thing and 
examined it. The professor beckoned his 
companions nearer, 

“This was the temple guard,” he 
shouted, “It was the custom to chain the 
guards to the floor, Youcan see the bronze 
chain attached to one ankle. Myra must 
first of all have been buried under volcanic 
dust, which caught this man at his post. 
When the temple was submerged, and the 
dust washed away, he floated as you now 
see him, Extremely interesting! We 
must take the sword to the surface.” 

The trio went deeper into the temple. 
Now that Mulligan and Carr had recovered 
from the shock, they began to look round 
tor Inca gold. 

Suddenly Professor Culbertson gave a 
wild cry and flung himself at a massive 
block hidden by weed. He began to 
scrape it with his knife, and his excitement 
infected the divers. 

“What is it?” bellowed Mud-Bottom. 
“ Gold ?” 

“So valuable that it is beyond price,” 
stuttered the professor, “ We must move 
it to the surtace at once.” 

Forty-Fathom slipped a erowbar under 
the block, The weight was tremendous. 
With Mulligan’s help he moved the block 
into the grab. The work took half an 
hour, and left the divers considerably 
weaker. 

But the pair were cheerful when they 
thought of the value of the object they 
were salvaging, The Temple of the Sun 
appeared to be a storehouse of Inca 
treasure, 

Mulligan and Carr began to drag the 
block to, the door, Once it was outside, 
the powerful winch on their boat would 
take charge and haul the find to the 
surface, Mulligan tugged his rope to 
warn Blackout. 

Almost at once the negro signalled back. 
He appeared to be frantic about some- 
thing. 

“What's wrong with the guy ?” growled 
“Tf he’s just scared I'll— 
Forty! Look !"" 

He raised his arm and pointed through 
the great doors of the temple. A mass of 
bubbles disturbed the quiet water, and 
beneath that creamy wake showed dim 
shapes. 

’Frisco Jake and his friends had ar- 
rived in Myra, 


tt andeananenahanenanenanoneeenenananaananet a 
THE SECRET OF THE BLOCK. 
* * 

'HERE were four of them, They had 

come out from the shore, walking on 
the bed of the sea, Their equipment wat 
the very latest. Each man carried his 
own air supply compressed in eytaders 
strapped to his back. They could move 
faster than Mulligan and Carr, who were 
hampered by the tubes attached to their 
helmets. 

The two divers gasped when they saw 
the strangers. Although they had no idea 
that 'Frisco Jake was one of the party, 
they guessed the visit had something to do 
with the treasures of Myra, The pair 
retreated to join Professor Culbertson. 

“It's a well-planned raid!" gasped 
Mud-Bottom. 

“A raid?” said the professor, “ Ter- 
rible, terfible! Gentlemen, you do not 
Tealise the value of that block we have 
{ust found. We must get it to the sur- 
ace. 

“ We'll get it up,” said Mulligan, “Vl 
go out ‘and settle those guys.” 

“That's my fon said’ Forty-Fathom, 

“ Mine, you little rat!” 

‘Frisco and his compani6ns were still ad- 
vancing. Knives flashed in the gloom of 
the submerged temple. The raiders were 
making for the air tubes. A few cuts 
would put an end to opposition. 

Carr stopped his argument with Mulli- 
gan and swung round. He was close 
to the bobbing figure of the ancient sentry. 
Seizing the sword, he broke it away from 
the coral-encrusted hand. 

The sword was of bronze, and was un- 








affected by the water. Although it was 
not sharp, it was still a useful weapon. 
Carr ploughed through the dept:.3 to meet 
the raiders, and when they saw him 
coming, they halted. 

He looked weird as he came out of the 
temple of the Sun, Carr might have been 
the .sentry come to life again. The 
reasure of the Incas was to be defended, 
and ‘Frisco Jake and his friends hesitated 
to attack, 

A wild lunge with the sword forced 
risco to retreat. There was a moment 
when the two men came close together, 
Voty-Fathom gasped when he recognised 
his enemy. 

He knew the man’s reputation. There 
could be no doubt now that an attempt 
was being made to steal the wealth of 
lost Myra. Shaking with anger, he lunged 
again, and the crook threw fimself back- 
wards to escape. 

The action caused him to float away 
among the ruins, and Carr turned to the 
others, One man caught hold of his air 
tube, and was about to cut it when the 
point of the bronze blade ripped through 
the rubber of his suit. 
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The stream of bubbles from the escape 
valve stopped, and the rubber suit began 
to balloon. Mud-Bottom was a grotesque 
figure as he shot towards the surface. He 
caught a glimpse of Forty-Fathom disap- 
pearing among the weed and ruins. 

“ He’s crazy!” he muttered. “It'll be 
curtains forall of us if I don’t get that boat.” 

The speed of the rise made him dizzy. 
The average man would have fainted with 
the rapid change of pressure. As Mulligan 
came within a few fathoms of the surface 
he moved faster. He shot out into the 
sunshine like a leaping salmon, and saw 
the boat moving away from him, with 
four men pulling at the oars, 

Two others were standing up pointing 
rifles at Blackout. The negro:had armed 
himself with an iron bar, and although he 
was shaking with fright, he was prepared 
to resist. He dropped the bar, however, 
when the weird figure shot out of the 
depths. 

Mud-Bottom grabbed the stern of the 
boat as he dropped back. There was'a 
yell as one of the men clubbed his rifle and 
brought the butt down on the diver’s 
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struggle was going on, the other diver 
reached the beach and took charge of 
those who were tossed up on the sand. 

Carr grinned as he sat on ’Frisco’s c! 
and opened the front of the man's helme' 
He placed the point of the ancient sword 
against the crook’s throat. 

“Have you had enough ?” he asked. 

“ I give in,” said the man sullenly. 

The round-up was complete. The 
crooks were tied up and left on the beach 
to be picked up later. Mulligan and Carr 
swam back to their boat and rejoined 
Blackout and Professor Culbertson. 

They were quite ready to go down 
again and search for the treasure of Myra. 

The winch was brought into action. 
The two divers and Blackout sweated as 
they slowly raised the enormous mass 
from the ruins of the Sun Temple. When 








it finally came over the side, they collapsed 

Professor Culbertson began to clear 
away the weed. The two divers waited 
anxiously for the first gleam of Inca gold 
They blinked when they saw the block 
was engraved with weird figures and a stil! 
stranger inscription. 





THE UNDERSEAS PHANTOM!—Mud-Bottom shot out of the water like a bullet, scaring the wits out of the crooks 


Air bubbled from the gash. The victim 
had to act quickly to save himself. He 
closed his escape valve and opened the 
cock of the supply cylinders. The 
pressure was sufficient to keep the water 
out, and it lifted him like a balloon to the 
surface. 

The other two followed ‘Frisco in. a 
cwift retreat. Forty-Fathom ploughed 
after them, waving the sword and shout- 
ing. 

He was so angry he did not care what 
he did. He drove the raiders across the 
submerged square into the ruins of the 
ancient town. The sea bed had a steep 
slope which led to the shallows and the 
shore, and the crooks were going in that 
direction. 

Although they were panicky, they were 
acting according to plan. The shadow of 
a boat appeared above. It was making 
for the salvage vessel, and there were 
armed men aboard, hey were shouting 
to Blackout, warning him what would 
happen if he tried to stop them, 

Carr was too busy with the underwater 
raiders to notice the boat, but it was seen 
by his partner, who had just left the 
shelter of the temple. 

Realising the danger, Mulligan turned 
to Professor Culbertson and adjusted the 
valves on his helmet for a rise to the sur- 
face. He would drift up slowly, but the 
diver planned to make a swift rise to help 
Blackout. He shouted final orders to the 
client. 

“Let yourself go up gradually. Don’t 
cour the valves. I’ve got to stop that 

oat.” 





who were holding up Blackout. 


helmet, but the shock was more painful to 
himself than his victim, 

Lifting himself out of the water, Mulligan 
threw all his weight into the attempt to 
overturn the boat. The crew realised his 
plan too late, and with a tremendous 
splash they plunged into the sea. 

They were now at the diver’s mercy. 
He ducked them one by one, and passed the 
half-drowned men up to Blackout. The 
negro socked each one and piled the limp 
bodies on the floorboards. 

“You sure came just in time, Mr 
Mulligan !” he panted. 

“Help me out of this outfit,” gasped 
his employer, climbing the ladder. “ I’ve 
got work to do ashore.” 

He told Blackout to take care of Professor 
Culbertson, who had just broken surface. 
Free of his heavy suit, Mulligan then went 
over the side and swam to the beach, 
which was about a quarter of a mile away. 
As he passed through the shallows he saw 
Carr still menacing ’Frisco Jake and the 
other two men, 

Mud-Bottom reached the beach as the 
group of divers came up. ’Frisco and his 
pals had no reason to Fae the sword once 
they were out of the depths, and their 
lighter outfits gave them a considerable 
advantage over Forty-Fathom. 

They vrepared to surround him, slice his 
air pipe, !and leave him to drown, They 
would certainly have succeeded, if it had 
not been for the unexpected attack from 
the rear. 

. Powerful hands pulled them backwards 
into the shallows. They were stood on 
their heads and bounced. While the 


“ That ain’t gold !” spluttered Mulligan 
“It’s stone!” 

“Stone ?” yelped Carr. 

The professor stopped his work and 
looked at the trio in mild surprise. 
. ‘ Of course it’s stone,” he said. 
is the altar of the Sun God. It is a unique 
find, When I have translated the in- 
scription I shall have some sensational 
facts about ancient Myra.” 

“But what about the gold?” asked 
Mulligan. 

“Gold?” said Professor Culbertson. 
“My dear sir, there is no gold in Myra. 
When the city was shaken by the first 
earthquake, the treasures were removed 
to another part of the Inca Empire.” 

He turned again to his precious in- 
scription. 

Mulligan, Carr, and Blackout looked 
at one another. They thought of all they 
had suffered to raise that block to the 
surface. Their rosy dreams of vast 
wealth vanished, . 

“Gentlemen, Ah’s got mah dice!” said 
Blackout. ‘ You want to throw ?” 

They got down on the floorboards and 
began to roll the dice. Professor Culbert- 
son stared at them in amazement, 

“‘Er—what are you doing ?” he asked 
nervoush 

“ We're shaking the dice,” said Forty- 
Fathom. “ The guy who wins is going to 
have first slap at you. Roll them out, 
Blackout! Roll them out!” 


—— 


Next week the Twins’ partnership is 
broken up after a bitter quarrel. 
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He’s Got a Yellow Streak in Him, but It Isn’t Cowardice! 





™ BRANDED BATTLER 


* 





OUT OF TONG’S CLUTCHES. 


Bannan nent et eee 

ATTLER BENSON was down! 

It was the first round of his fight 

with Tim Ryan in Blackfriars Ring— 
and only half a minute had gone 

All over the fight-hall deafening 
cheers rang out. One man was not 
cheering, however, Trainer Bob, 
crouching just outside the ring behind 
Dick's corner, had a face as long as 
a boot. Old Bob had put all his heart 
into: coaching Battler for this fight 
ile had felt sure that the lad would 
win. 

Now Battler lay half-dazed, and the 
referee was counting 

* Six—seven——” 

Lord Ketton, bent forward in his 
ringside seat, was a disappointed man 
He had put five hundred pounds on 
Battler to win 

the behaviour of the ex-public 
schoolboy had been strange. Seconds 
after the gong had gone for the first 
round, he had heard a din at the back 
of the  fight-hall Fierce howls 
mingled with the sound of blows 
At once he had recognised the battle- 
cry of the Dragon Tong, a murderous 
Chinese secret society. 

For a second he had dropped his guard. 
It was enough for Ryan. A terrific left 
hook had connected with Battler’s jaw and 
laid him out on the boards. 

And now the referee was counting 

* Eight ! 

The roar of the crowd increased. With 
a terrific effort Battler had risen to his 
knees. The spectators shouted their 
encouragement. Some craned their necks 
round at the increasing noise at the back 
of the hall. 

“Nine!” 

Battler Benson was up! His jaw was 
swollen and his face blood-spattered. 
Suddenly he bewildered Trainer Bob by 
hurling himself at Ryan as fiercely as 
ever. 

The watchers roared with delight 
Never had Blackfriars Ring seen such a 
come-b - 

Although badly hurt, Battler tore into 
the astonished Ryan, throwing out rights 
and leits with all the power and speed he 
could summon up. The yells of the Dragon 
Tong still filled his ears, and seemed to 
spur him on. 

Ryan tried to fight cautiously. He 


* 
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was seeking another chance to land his 
deadly He tried to clinch. A 
dangerous left went for Battler’s stomach 





right 


















but made little impression on muscles that 
were Ii ron. 
Crac Smack! Thud! 
Battler was punching a 
He made little or no us 
clever defence. Ryan took 
th He got in 4 ous right that 
grazed Dick's ear Battler sent 
him reeling with a cracker to the head. 
“Steady, lad!" Lord Ketton shouted 
excitedly.“ Look out for Ryan's right.” 
Battler did not seem to hear. He feinted 
with his left, then lashed out with his right. 
Ryan ducked, The blow caught him on 
the top of the head 
He staggered but kept his teet and aimed 
a left upperent at Battler’s chin. The 
punch was off the mark, however. Old 





man suddenly sprang in with furious 
With blows that could not be 
ted, he drove his opponent to the 
ropes. 
Ryan dodged and blocked cleverly. He 
fought back grimly, but could not beat off 
the attacker. 





“Come on, Ryan!” the excited cry 
arose. “ What's wrong with you? Drop 
him with your right !" 

Battler was still fighting tnad. He 
blocked a right hook to his jaw. He 


snapped home his own right to Ryan's 
ear. ‘The blow shook Ryan badly. For a 
split second he was off his: balanc: 

Battler’s eyes gleamed. He let fly with 
his left. It was his favourite punch—the 
“corkscrew.” It twisted before it landed, 
and crashed home, knuckles uppermost to 
Ryan’s jaw. 

The fellow simply crumpled up, pitched 








forward on his face, and lay still. Amidst 
shouts that weré deafening, the much- 


fancied Ryan was counted out—after two 
and a quarter minutes of fighting. 

The lights went up all over the hall. 
Into the ring leapt Trainer Bob, whooping 





with delight He bugged Battler, who 
stood there gasping and blomi-grimed. As 
if in a dream, the heavyweight heard the 
cheers of the crowd. Vaguely he saw Lord 
Ketton waving to him and sriiling. 

He was really looking past the sporting 
peer—away to the gaily-gowned Chinamen. 
He saw knives flashing. He heard howls 
of rage and pain 

















Two rival gangs of yellow men were at 
each others throats. The hall attendants 
were helpless, Altogether about forty 


Chinese were taking part in the brawl at 
the exit doors. : 

A brief glimpse ot the Dragon Tong men 
was enough for Battler to pick out the 
mandarin, There was no mistaking the 
powerfully-built figure of the man who 
was the brains behind the tong in Britain. 

Suddenly the mandarin looked up. His 
cruel eyes met those of the boxer, There 














was something sinister about the way he 
beckoned. 

“Come and help us, Fitth Claw!” he 
yelled. “If you fail you know the 
penalty !’ 

For a moment Battler stood rigid. He 


knew only too well that he dare not ignore 
the invitation. Somewhere in China the 
Dragon Tong were holding his father 
prisoner, ‘They would murder the tather 
if the son refused to help them whenever 
they asked, 

“T've got to go!” Battler muttered 
fiercely. “ I've got to help those fiends !” 

He tore off his boxing gloves. 
Eyes flashing he sprang towards the 
ropes. It was then that Trainer Bob came 
into action. His grey blazed. Unlike 
the excited crowd of fans, he had seen 
everything, The grim truth dawned on 
young fighter was in league with 

















those Chinese thugs ! 
As Battler made to vault out of the 
ring, the trainer leapt forward. Out 


lashed his right fist. Old Bob had been 
welterweight champion himself years be- 
fore. He still knew how to hit. He caught 
Battler on the ear, 

Down went the young heavyweight as 
if he had been hit with a mallet. 

There was a cry of surprise from near 
the ringside. It was a strange sight—that 
of a boxer being k.o.'d by his own trainer ! 

Old Bob took no notice of the shouts. 
His one thought was to get Battler safely 
out of the fight hall. 

He stooped and hoisted the senseless 
lad across his shoulder. He scrambled 
through the ropes with him. and ran for 
the nearest exit. 

The uproar had increased by now. 
Spectators were struggling to get out. 
Men struck wildly at each other. Others 
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went furiously for the nearest Chink. 

It made it all the more difficult for Bob 
to reach the exit with his heavy burden, 
But his blood was up. He hit out with his 
free fist. He ignored the blows he got in 
return. 

Tt was like a nightmare. He had not 
known anything like it since his own ring 
days. Somehow, however, he managed to 
force his way out. He sighed as he stag- 
gered out into the darkening street. 

He had got Battler away just.in time. 
He had gone only a few paces down the 
street when the police arrived in force. 
With truncheons drawn, they barged into 
the melee: 

One glimpse of the blue uniforms, and 
the Dragon Tong mandarin roared to his 
followers to scatter. They broke and fled. 

The cops gave chase, but in vain. 
Battler owed old Bob a lot, however. 
Had he gone to assist the Dragon Tong, he 
might have fallen right into the hands of 
the police. It would have meant the end 
of his ring career for good! 

Many of the Crimson Dagger men were 
rounded up. All looked grimly satisfied 
with themselves, however. When the 
police questioned them, their expressions 
went blank. 

“Lord Ketton asked us.to come here and 
guard Dick Benson, the boxer, sergeant !” 
smiled Sung Hi, leader of the Dagger Tong. 
“ | am his lordship’s valet,” : 

“Lord Ketton brought. you here ?” 
gasped the sergeant. 4 

“T-certainly did, sergeant,” put in the 
lord, who had suddenly appeared on the 
scene. “TI am interested in young Benson, 
and did not want to run any risk of his 
being hurt before this fight to-night.” 

The police seemed: to be satisfied and 
left. The fight-hall had now been cleared. 
he force knew Lord Ketton as the famous 
sportsman and director of the National 
Sporting Club. They realised they could 
not doubt his word. They were not aware, 
however, that the lord knew nothing of his 
valet’s being leader of the Dagger cut- 
throats. 

Sung Hi’s followers were not too pleased 
when they discovered that they had been 
protecting Battler. They knew that he 
was Fifth Claw, hereditary leader of their 


rivals. They had,given the Dragan Tong 
a hot reception, however, so 





ley only 
smiled and kept their mouths shut. 
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When is a cricketer a coward ? 


The Dragon Tong, on the other hand, 
‘were furious. 

By the time the mandarin got back to 
the tong’s secret headquarters, he was 
seething with rage. 

“ It was Sung Hi and those dogs of the 
Crimson Dagger who stopped us!” he 
snarled. “ We will still get Fifth Claw to 
come back to us and help us, though. And 
I will yet take vengeance on Sung Hi and 
the Crimson Dagger !" 

Trainer Bob eventually reached his 
caravan, which was parked on a vacant 
piece of ground in the East End. Not 
until he was safely home did Battler 
recover his senses, 

* How did I get here?" he exclaimed as 
he heaved himself upri ht, and looked 
around the caravan, “ What happened ?” 

Then it all came back to him with a rush. 
He remembered the k.o. punch that laid 
out Ryan. He remembered the Dragon 
Tong, and the mandarin yelling to him for 
help, He saw himself again leaping at the 
ropes, then—the rest was blank. 

“Something hit-me !"” he muttered with 
a puzzled frown. 

“I did,” said Trainer Bob firmly. “I 
knocked you out, lad! Then I brought 
you here !” 

“You what, Bob ?” Battler gasped. 

"ty socked you—because I saw what 


you were at, the trainer replied bluntly. 
“You were ging to join those Chinks, 
yen you. You're in league. with 
them |” 


Battler’s gaze cecppeet tothe floor, All 
slong be had done his utmost to prevent 
old Bob from learning the truth. Now it 
Was out at last. 

“Tam, Bob,” the young heavyweight 
grunted defiantly. 

“Why ?” snapped ‘the other. “ Look 
here, lad! Tell me what those rotten 
thugs have got on you! _J'll help you all 
Ican. You've got to tell me!” 

But Battler only shook bis head. He 
dare not tell. a soul that the Dragon Tong 
bad his father prisoner somewhere in 
China. It would mean his father’s death. 

Trainer Bob was furious now. His 
theory was that there should be no secrets 
between boxer and trainer. 

“You'll ruin yourself and me if you 
stick with those Chinks,” he barked. 
“ They'll land you in jail sooner or later ! 
Does Lord Ketton know anything about 
this ?”” 

Battler clenched his teeth. He knew 
that the lord knew more about him than 
did his trainer. But even Lord Ketton 
had no suspicions of the whole terrible 
truth. 

“ You mustn’t tell him what you've dis- 
covered !" cried Battler. “If you do 


He broke off short. 
“ What's that ?” he exclaimed, pointing 
towards the window. Old Bob spun 


round, 

“ There’s somebody creeping round the 
caravan,” went on Battler. “ Look! 
There are more behind them! They’re 
Chinese! It’s the Dragon Tong !” 

* ° * 
SMOKED OUT ! 
*. * 





Bike BOB soon spotted the slink- 

ing forms in the darkness outside. 
In a fury, he leapt towards the caravan 
door, 

“ They’re still after you, Battler!” he 
yelled. “‘ But they won't get in here !” 

With that the trainer slammed the cara- 
van door and bolted it on the inside. He 
was just in time. Footsteps sounded on 
the wooden steps. Then came heavy 
knocks, 

“Come out, Fifth Claw,” a voice called. 
“ The tong needs you. If you refuse you 
know the penalty !"” 

“Let me out, Bob!” Battler hissed 
fiercely, as he dashed forward. “I must 





talk with them. You don’t understand.” 

“And I don’t want to!” retorted old 
Bob, locking the caravan door and slip- 
ping the key into his pocket. 

Battler was desperate. That fierce look 
in his eyes made Trainer Bob snatch up a 
heavy spanner from a shelf on the wall. 
If it came to blows, the ex-champ was to 
be prepared. 

The knockings outside grew louder. 
The voices sounded more impatient. 

“You don’t understand, Bob !” barked 
Battler again, ‘ You'll never get me out 
of the tong’s clutches! Get out of the 
way!” 

Old .Bob’s only retort was to bellow 
through the door to the Chinamen, 

“Clear out, you yellow murderers!” 
he: called. 

There was a whisper of voices outside 
now. Battler stood thinking. He did 
not want to have to use force against his 
friend, and yet—his father’s life was at 
stake. 

Even as he hesitated, there came a sound 
from the other end of the caravan. Trainer 


Bob leapt past the boxer like a flash. To 
Battler’s surprise, he threw open the 
back door. _No one entered ! 

Crack! Thud! Smack ! 


Old Bob was letting fly with his spanner. 
Howls of pain filled the air. Then the 
door slammed and was locked tast. The 
trainer stepped back, 

“That'll teach you yellow curs!" he 
grunted. “ Perhaps you'll clear out now.” 

But the men of the Dragon Tong did 
not clear out. They dare not return to 
the mandarin without their leader. Next 
thing they could be heard yelling to each 
other to kill old Bob. With him out of 
the way they thought they would soon 
overwhelm Battler and carry him off. 

The young heavyweight was horrified 
He knew the Chinks would stick at noth- 
ing. Springing past Bob, he threw open 
a window and shouted something. But 
the only reply he got was a chorus of fierce 


yells. 

The yellow men’s next move was to 
whip out their knives and charge the 
caravan from three sides. Half a dozen 
battered at the doors. Others made a 
rush at the windows, trying to force their 
way through, 

Glass splintered and scattered over the 
floor, Battler was desperate now. 
Through these broken windows he lashed 
out with his fists. He landed a rain ot 
blows on the ferocious yellow. taces that 
struggled to get at him. Trainer Bob 
joined in the fray.. He was zlad to see the 


lad_come over to his side. 

The tongmen screeched. their anger. 
There could be no hope, however, that 
the noise would bring help. The caravan 
site was a lonely one, with empty buildings 
on all sides. 
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Suddenly the attack ceased as suddenly 
as it had begun. The baffled Chinamen 
withdrew into the darkness. 

Old Bob smiled grimly as he dabbed a 
wound on his cheek where a knife had 
drawn blood. Minutes passed, and no 
more attacks came. _Battler was beginning 
to hope that old Bob’s smile had been 
warranted, when suddenly a strange smell 
came to his nostrils. 

“ Something burning !”’ he exclaimed. 

It was then that the ex-champ saw 
thick smoke seeping up through cracks in 
the boards of the caravan floor. All was 
plain. Determined to get hold of Battler 
somehow, the Chinamen were now trying 
to smoke him out ! 

Stealthily they had heaped rubbish on 
top of some straw which lay beneath the 
caravan, The straw was alight now. 
Choking yellow fumes filled the caravan. 
The two men inside hurriedly snatched up 
rugs and blankets to cover the crack: 

It looked as if they might succeed, 
Some of the smoke was escaping through 
the broken windows. Suddenly, however, 
pained began to leap upwards through the 
floor. 

The tongmen’s smoke fire had set the 
caravan alight. With ps of fury, 
Trainer Bob and Battler n used the rugs 
to try to smother them, They were of no 
avail, The flames were leaping up the 
walls of the caravan in no time. 

The heat was terrific. Sweat ran down 
the trapped men’s faces. It would have 
been madness to have remained in that 
oven any longer. Old Bob gave a choking 
ery and snatched the key from his pocket. 
He drew back the bolts and threw open the 
door. 

“ Come on, Battler !’” he roared. ‘* We'll 
have to run for it!” 

Yells of triumph greeted the appearance 
of the two figures on the caravan steps, 
The Dragon men surged forward, knives 
n hand. 

“Kill the old fool!” they shouted. 
“ Fifth Claw must be taken alive and un- 
hurt. We need his help !”” 

Just as Battler and his trainer were 
about to make one last effort with two pairs 
of fists against countless knives, a motor 
horn sounded, Up rolled a powerful 
saloon car, its bright headlights lighting up 
the strange scene. Two men jumped out. 

“Lord Ketton and Sung Hi!” roared 
Battler delightedly. ‘Come on, Bob! 
We're saved! We'll escape yet !”” 

Lord Ketton had missed his two friends 
after the Blackfriars fight, and had come 
straight to the caravan to see if Battler 
was safe. He had realised that the young 
fighter had been in danger from the 
struggling Chinamen in the hall. 

Before he had got over the shock of 
seeing the caravan a mass of flames, the 
Dragon men were at old Bob and Battler 
more furiously than ever. 

Some broke away and hurled themselves 
at the amazed lord and his valet. They 
knew Sung Hi to be leader of their deadly 
enemies, the Crimson Dagger. 

Battler was in a merciless mood. His 
fists crashed home to yellow faces. Each 
Chink who.was hit went down and stayed 
down. Trainer Bob was at his side with his 
ner, lashing out in all directions. 

The pair managed to carry the fight 

close to Lord Ketton’s car. Battler 
glimpsed two of the tong throw themselves 
at the lord. He saw Lord Ketton drop 
one with a good straight left. Battler was 
in with an uppercut to send the other 
spinning. 
t minute the boxer had dodged a 
Chinese who attempted to trip him, and 
shot out his hand to drag one of the car 
doors open. He shouted to Lord Ketton 
to jump in. 

Several of the Dragon Tong were down. 
Sung Hi and Trainer Bob were beating 
back a fierce rush of those who were 
still on their feet. At a shout from Lord 
Ketton, both bounded into the car. 

Battler remained by the running-board 
until the engine roared into life. As the 
Chinese made yet another rush, his foot 
shot out and caught the leader in the 
stomach, With a grunt, the man stag- 
gered back and collapsed among those 
coming up behind. 

The car was moving now. Battler leapt 
inside and slammed the door. As Sung 
Hi accelerated, three of the attackers 

































When he hits and runs. 


mounted the running-boards. Their faces 
showed their rage at the thought of the 
white boy escaping after all. 

They shattered the glass panels with 
their knives. Before these knives could 
stab any farther Sung Hi gave the wheel 
a sudden jerk. The car screeched round a 
corner, Two of the tongmen lost their 
grips and were thrown into the gutter. 
The third soon followed them, helped on 
his way by Battler’s left. 

“A very close call!” panted Lord 
Ketton. ‘ Afraid your caravan is done 
for, Bob! Drive to my place, Sung Hi! 
We can talk there.” 


NEWS OF HIS FATHER, 


* * 

Be and Trainer Bob were glad 

to be back at Ketton Park, which 

had made such an excellent spot for the 
former’s training for the Ryan fight. 

Both felt grateful, too, to Lord Ketton 

and his valet, Sung Hi.’ It was unlikely 











299 


the lad. But his chief thought now was 
to get him another good fight as soon as 
possible. 

“ Leave it to me, Bob !”’ the peer told the 
old trainer. ‘“ After that lightning defeat 
of Ryan, Battler ought to get a much 
bigger purse next time! Better let him 
rest here for a bit, then start strict train- 
ing again.” 

Battler was out on a twelve-mile train- 
ing walk about a week later. He was 
alone. for old Bob's leg had been hurt in 
the tussle at the caravan. 

Suddenly a car whirled round a corner 
in the lane. It darted past him, then 
stopped. Battler kept on walking, and 
approached the car. He stopped dead, 
however, when a Chinaman, tall and broad- 
shouldered, stepped out and stood fm his 
path. It was the sinister mandarin! 

“No need to wonder how I traced you, 
Fifth Claw!” he said with a cruel smile. 
“Tt is enough that I have found you. I 
have news !”” 
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SOCKED BY HIS TRAINER!— As Battler made to v 
trainer suddenly let fly at him with a right that knocked him out! 





leave the ring, his 
What 


was behind Bob's strange behaviour? 


they would ever have got clear had not 
the car appeared on the scene. 

“ Queer situation this, though,” Battler 
told himself the following morning as he 
did a sharp run through the park before 
breakfast. ‘I know that Sung Hi’s the 
leader of the Crimson Dagger, and I’m 
chief of the Dragon Tong—though through 
no fault or wish of mine! Yet I owe Sung 
Hi a lot for helping me last night.” 

There and then he determined to take 
no further action against Lord Ketton’s 
Chinese servant—even if the Dragon 
mandarin urged it, The decision had no 
ed through his head, however, 
s clouded: 















Dragon Tong’s orders? There was that 
tattoo mark on the back of his neck—the 
claw of the Dragon—to remind him that 
he must lead the horrible gang or sacrifice 
his father’s life. 

At breakfast Lord Ketton asked no 
questions about the affair of the night 
before. And no explanations were offered. 
He guessed a good deal, however, although 
he kept his mouth shut. 

He felt he was beginning to understand 
something of the mystery surrounding 





“* Well ?”’ barked Battler, his eyes blazing. 





“We have brought your father to 
Britain !" 
ly father—in England 2” gasped the 





boxer. ‘ Where about? How soon can 
I see him ?” 

“He is at Liverpool,” came the reply 
“Here is sufficient proof.” 

The mandarin pushed’ forward a gold 
watch. It bore plainly an engraving of 
the Benson crest. Battler gulped. It was 
his father’s all right. 

“You have long promised I should see 
my father directly he was brought to 
gland,” panted the boxer. “ You must 
take me to him. You. ee 

“The Dragon Tong do not break 
promises!” the mandarin said grimly. 
“You are the hereditary leader of our 
tong, FifthClaw. You must do something 
for us before you see your father.” 

“Yes ?” gasped Battler hoarsely. 

“You are to kill Sung Hi, the leader 
of the Crimson Dagger Tong! It must 
be done within six days!  Fail—and your 
father will lose his sight !” 

Faced with this grim choice, Battler sets 

out next week to find his father before 

the six days expire! Don’t miss his 
adventures in Liverpool's dockland! 
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\y DEATH FROM THE Sky / 


“THE ROYAL AIR FORCE HAS DONE HEROIC WORK HOLOING 
() UP REINFORCEMENTS FOR HITLER'S FRONT-LINE ARMY. 
IN-DUS ViVIO ARTISTS IMPRESSION You SEE BRITISH BOMB- 
__ ERS DROPPING THEIR LOADS OF DEATA ON A COLUMNOF 
NAZI TANKS AND TROOPS WHICH ARE’ ADVANCING 
TOWARDS THE FRONT Line. 
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OVER THEIR DESTINATION THE DOORS OF THE TROOR CARRIER asy LEAP OVER TAE SIDE, THEIR PARACHUTES OPENED 
ARE OPENED ANO THE PARACHUTISTS PREPARE TOJUMP | BY STRINGS ATTACHED TO THE INSIDE OF THE PLANE. 
; BADGES OF THE 
ROYAL AIR FORCE | 























THE BADGE To Be SEEN 
+ ON THE ‘CHEST OF A 
PILOT'S TUNIC. 









HERE You SEE HIM AT THE CONTROLS 
‘OF A SPITFIRE. 


"A HOT TIME AHEAD FOR HITLER! 


THe ‘New FRENCH 
. B+INCH GUN. IT 1S 
MOUNTED ON CATER 
PILLAR TRACKS WHICH 
ENABLE IT. TO BE 
MOVED “To A" NEW 
POSITION IN THE 
SHORTEST POSSIBLE 




















Bur IF THE NAZ! PARACHUTISTS SHOULD 
CER ON LANDING GATHERS ATTEMPT TO LANO IN BRITAIN, THEY 
IN TOGETHER BY FIRING A WILL FIND THAT WE ARE PREPAREO- 


BY LIGHT AND BLOWING A EVERY OAY ANO NIGHT SEES THE LOCAL 
DEFENCE VOLUNTEER CORPS AT THEIR POSTS. 
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